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Summary: Calypso never expected her life to change so drastically. 
From being her father's little doll, to become a Dragon Rider with 
her own Dragon! This is the story of how Calypso arrived at the 
harbour of London, with no clue of where to go - except that she had 
to get away before her father's soldiers found her, and that she had 
to find Trader Johann. Read my profile for more info. 


1 . Leaving a Home Behind 

■jk" ■jk" J ■jk" ■jk" 

**Leaving a Home Behind** 

**Finally Calypso was leaving.** Standing by the railing, she watched 
the docks slowly fade into darkness, until all she could see were the 
lights of Constantinople. She took a deep breath, and then went over 
to Bjartr. 

Bjartr was a trader from the north. His eyes were grey, and skin was 
tanned after spending many years at the sea, sailing between England 
and Constantinople. He had pale hair gathered in a low ponytail, and 
his beard was neatly braided. He wore blue, purple and silver, 
something which quickly would tell anyone he'd had luck as a trader. 
Right now, he was steering the boat. 

"Where's first stop?" Calypso asked as she stopped beside him. The 
tall man found a map and held it up under a lamp. 

"Our first stop, should be the Emirate of Sicily. Then we continue 
towards the Papal States. Afterwords we head to the Kingdom of 
Burgundy where I'm planning on celling some pretty nice fabrics I got 
in Constantinople. Then it's County Toulouse, the March of Spain, 
Ummayad and Caliphate, Kingdom of Leon, Pamplona, Erance and finally 
the end of the journey a€" England." All the time he'd followed a red 



mark at the map. 

"That's pretty many names," Calypso commented. "Are you always 
stopping those places?" 

"Yes," Bjartr replied, rolling up the map and hiding it. "But, since 
I promised your brother to help you flee from your family, I probably 
won't be welcomed in the Byzantine Empire any more." 

"Yeah, about that-" Calypso started, but was cut off before she could 
even think of finishing. 

"You, young lady, have to start working with your English. Remember 
that not everybody talk Latin out there," Bjartr told her. He went 
over to a huge bag which he easily lifted, and then dropped into her 
arms . 


"Wha-? ! " 


"That's all you need to know about history, geography, languages, 
mathematics and so on and so forth. I believe you should start 
reading at once." 

"But..." Calypso stuttered, struggling under the weight of the books. 
"What if the bag gets wet? Doesn't that ruin the books?" 

Bjartr chuckled. "That bag is water proof. Made of real dragon skin! 
It costed me a high prize, but it's worth it." 

"Does that mean dragons exist? Those huge, fire-breathing things with 
enormous wings and reptile eyes?" Calypso nearly forgot the bag at 
the thought of those myths being true. 

"Aye, of course they do! But you're not going that far north. Now, 
get started on the reading. Tomorrow I expect you to present yourself 
in English ! " 

Calypso didn't want to argue more with the trader, so she made her 
way towards her cabin. Once inside, she let the bag fall to the floor 
with a heavy _THUD_. She flinched by the sound and waited for Bjartr 
to come running down, asking what she'd done to his precious books. 
Eortunately, he instead started singing some song a€" most likely 
English a€" and did not come down to check on the books. 

Calypso sat at the floor with her legs crossed and opened the bag. To 
her surprise, the books were neatly piled, yes, even categorized, in 
it. She pulled up some huge books about languages. Most of them were 
in English a€" why was it so complicated? a€" but the basic ones were 
in both English and Latin. Calypso took a deep breath and opened the 
book . 

This would be the beginning of a new life. 


2. An Unappreciated Surprise 


^ ^An Unappreciated Surprise^ ^ 



**And once more Calypso was **looking towards a harbour, the only 
difference was that this was the harbour of London. The harbour was 
bustling with activity. Men, women and children, even animals, were 
there, either just taking a stroll, or looking at what the traders 
offered a€" and all of them were dressed in warm clothes and seemed 
pretty happy. As Calypso had grown up in an inn, she'd heard stories 
of such places, but she'd never imagined she'd actually see one of 
those stories coming true. 

"Come on! Can't stay there all day!" Bjartr told her. "Help me with 
the sail ! " 

"Coming!" Calypso replied. Through the half year she'd spent at the 
sea, the sail had become her task, and she'd become pretty good at 
dealing with it. She had learned enough English to manage on her own, 
she could mathematics, she knew the geography of Europe, she'd read 
of different religions, myths and beliefs, she'd learned to navigate 
at the sea and a fighting. All in all, she'd never learned more in 
all her life than during those six months. 

As Bjartr steered the ship into the harbour. Calypso took down the 
sail. She bound it tight to the mast, and then lowered herself to the 
deck. She pulled the coat closer around herself as Bjartr walked up 
to her after securing the ship from their side. 

"Now I want you to stay here," Bjartr told her firmly. "The soldiers 
are trailing us, so I'll have to clean this ship and sell it once I'm 
finished with my errands. You have to pack your things. Take the 
dragon-skin bag. I've made a little package of provisions laying with 
your things . 

"Then there are those two." Erom under his cloak, he found two 
letters. "This is to trader Johann. Go find him and give this to him. 
When he reads this, he'll for sure help you, but be careful. He's 
terribly moody." Bjartr gave Calypso the first letter. And sure 
enough, it was addressed to trader Johann. "This one," Bjartr 
continued and showed to the other letter, "is to a man named Stoick. 
Once Johann have brought you to Berk, leave his ship, find Stoick and 
give him this letter. Hopefully he'll listen." 

Calypso nodded, taking both the letters which were sealed. "So... in 
other words, you don't really expect me to be here when you get 
back?" she asked. 

Bjartr smiled fatherly at her and ruffled her brown hair. "I expect 
you to do what your gut and intelligence tells you is right a€" which 
means leaving this ship as soon as possible." 

"Bye, then," Calypso said, taking a deep breath. Then she hugged him 
tightly . 

"And take these," Bjartr said when they let go of each other. He'd 
found some fabrics in between all the stuff he had brought to 
England. "It's gonna be cold, so you'll need proper clothes to keep 
you warm . " 

Calypso carefully took the clothes. They were soft, thick and warm. 

It was a pale blue tunic edged with fur and a brown belt to have 
around the waist. There was a fur coat with a hood, a scarf, gloves, 
warm pants and thick boots. 



"Take the bow and the pugio I gave you, even though you have to be 
careful with the bow now when it's so cold outside. And remember to 
be careful once you get to Berk. They've got pretty extraordinary... 
pets ..." 

"Yes, I'll be careful," Calypso replied with a smile. "I'll send you 
a letter when I get there, so you know I'm safe." 

Bjartr smiled relieved and nodded. Then he left the ship. Calypso 
remained up at the deck a few moments longer, watching his back 
disappear, and then she hurried to her cabin to prepare herself. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As soon as she was in her cabin, she changed clothes, and glanced 
at the list she'd made during the last month :<p> 

_Food a€" bread, meat, dried fish, cheese, fruits, 
vegetables_ 

_Water_ 

_Extra clothes_ 

_Money_ 

_Weapons a€" pugio, composite bow, quiver_ 

_Books_ 

_Flute_ 


As an afterthought, she added "_2 letters_" at the end of the list. 
Then she quickly packed the dragon-skin bag. The pugio she stropped 
to the belt, and the quiver she took at her back, together with the 
bow which she left unstrung a€" otherwise the line would snap from 
the cold weather. 

Before leaving. Calypso stopped to have a look in the mirror. She 
frowned at her own reflection and grabbed a comb. Quickly she tied 
her hair up in a ponytail, and then made a knot of it at the back of 
her head. It took only some minutes a€" but those were minutes she 
didn't have. 

As she nodded satisfied to the mirror, and brown eyes glimmered back 
at her, she heard steps at the deck above her. She froze, and her 
gaze flickered towards the stairs. Quick and quiet she made her way 
over to the stairs and climbed up. Ever so carefully she pushed up 
the hatch and peered out at floor level. Five or six men were walking 
across the deck, talking in hushed voices. 

She pushed the hatch even further up so she could see the lower parts 
of the clothes the men wore. She could swear those were Roman 
designs. Carefully she sneaked up, crouched down, pulled up the 
dragon-skin bag and closed the hatch. Then she shove a box over it to 



hide it. She had to lead the soldiers away, otherwise there was no 
telling what they'd do to the ship and the things. 


She took the bag at her shoulder and slowly straightened. At the 
moment she was hidden by some bags and boxes which they'd started 
moving up early a€" Bjartr hadn't told her what he'd put in those a€" 
but it was only about seconds before those soldiers found her. She 
had no idea what they'd do if they found her a€" hopefully not kill 
her a€" but it was very likely they'd bind her and bring her home to 
her father where he could punish her for running off like that. She 
was not going to let that happen. 

She unsheathed the pugio and stepped out from her "hiding" spot. No 
one noticed her at first, but when they did, they stopped searching, 
and grins appeared at their faces. 

"Put that down, girl," one of the men said in Latin. Calypso realized 
she knew this one. She'd seen him many times at the inn. Once she'd 
even talked to him. But that was only once. She'd never liked the 
hungry look in his eyes when he glanced at her. 

"Don't think so, Abelardus, " she replied, raising the pugio. "You 
better not mess with me." 

Abelardus let out a bark of laughter. "Really?!" he then exclaimed. 
Calypso really hated this man. "Put it down and let's get going. No 
one's going to get punished, just follow us and we're going to bring 
you back home." As an afterthought, he muttered, "And I'll get my 
reward ..." 

Calypso didn't like the sound of that. "No thanks," she replied. "I 
prefer England to Constantinople. But you should leave now, before 
Bjartr returns. He's going to be so mad when he finds you here." She 
pointed the pugio at them. 

"If you insist," Abelardus said. He started turning around. Calypso 
couldn't believe she'd been so lucky. With a sigh she lowered the 
pugio. Abelardus spun back to face her, his gladius a few inches from 
her chest. Calypso snapped for breath, backing up. 

"Not so though now, are you?" Abelarus hissed. "Now I believe the 
best would be if you just let go of that pugio and come with us." 
Calypso backed up even more a€" and her back hit the rig. She was 
trapped . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Calypso took a better grip of the pugio. Then she dived under the 
gladius Abelarius was pointing at her. She had planned to roll out of 
the way, but her bag got stuck. She got out of it and got to her 
feet, starting to pull at the bag. Behind her she heard Abelarius 
snap commands to the other men. She pulled the bag free and rushed 
over to the railing. Abelarius came after her, and she wouldn't have 
time to get off the ship. Therefore she threw the bag over at the 
dock. Then she jumped out of Abelarius' reach. <p> 

"Get back here, girl," he told her. She did not listen. Instead she 
ran all the way to the end of the ship where she climbed up at the 
railing. She sheathed the pugio to have her hands free as she jumped. 
She got a grip of a rope which had been tied to the railing, and 



climbed up towards the sail. 

"Cut the rope!" Abelarius yelled. Calypso climbed faster. She had to 
get to the rig before the rope was a€" _SNAPP_. She screamed as the 
rope was cut and she flew towards the rig, hanging on to the rope. 

She hid her head and hit the rig with her shoulder first. Her arm 
became strangely numb as the hand let go of the rope and she remained 
dangling after just the right arm. 

"Calypso!" A shout was heard from the docks, followed by running 
steps. Calypso blinked and focused on the blue cloak. Bjartr. She 
blinked a couple of times more, just to clear her head. Then she 
glanced down at the deck beneath her. The soldiers had hid and were 
ready to attack Bjartr as soon as he entered the ship. 

"Watch out!" she called. "They're here!" It seemed as if Bjartr 
understood, because he froze for some moments, and then grabbed the 
axe he had hanging from his belt. Then he charged. 

Somehow Calypso managed to get down from the rig, partly using he 
left arm. When she finally hit the deck, she barely managed to remain 
standing. She took some deep breaths to calm herself. One thought 
flashed through her head. She had to help Bjartr. 

The trader had thrown three men over board, and was in combat with 
Abelarius. Calypso would never say it out aloud, but Abelarius was 
pretty good with the gladius. The Roman man drove Bjartr back against 
the railing, until Bjartr was one step from falling over board. He 
flashed Calypso an alarmed glance, which gave her just enough warning 
to dive. She unsheathed the pugio, spun around and thrust it into the 
man standing there. Her eyes widened at what she'd done. She let go 
of the pugio as the man stumbled backwards. His head hit the lamp 
handing in the rig, and it fell to the floor, oil spilling across the 
bags, boxes and deck. The man fell to the floor. 

Calypso would've gotten panic just then, had it not been for Bjartr 
shouting, telling her to run. She turned around and stumbled over to 
the gangway. She followed it over to the dock where she grabbed the 
bag and darted off. She barely noticed hadn't it been for the panic 
which was starting to spread in the harbour. The civilians were led 
away, and she managed to slip out between them. 

She ran into the first street. As soon as possible she took to the 
right. After passing a couple of streets which lead back to the 
harbour, she finally followed one of them and found herself in the 
end of the harbour. It was nearly empty of people, and the ship... it 
was on fire. How did it happen? What had happened to Bjartr? Were the 
Roman soldiers dead? 

_At least one of them_, a tiny voice said in the back of her head. 
_Thanks to you, he's not going to pester anyone any time soon_. 
Calypso glanced down at her hands. She'd killed a man. The thought 
made the taste of bile appear in her mouth and she felt cold. 

_Next chapter up 1. February... _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : Yeah, I decided to reupload the chaptersXP Sorry 
guys - I felt like I needed to "clean it up" a little.** 



3. Lost Hope 


**A/N: Hey folks! Thanks for reading and reviewing! I hope you've 
liked the story so far. As I'm updating once each month, I believe 
we'll get to "known areas" sometime during August /September . Hiccup 
and the gang will appear in the story sometime during 
October/November . This, of course, will be because of character 
development, trouble along the road etc.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I I Kstrong> 

**Lost Hope** 

**No one were allowed in,** nor out of the harbour. Calypso had taken 
to strolling the streets, wondering what to do now. It was about noon 
when she ran into the boy. He seemed to be about her own age, but she 
couldn't tell for sure. The boy turned around the corner and crashed 
into her. They both fell to the ground. 

They boy got to his feet, glanced behind and then pulled Calypso up. 
"Come on," he told her. "If they find you here, you won't have much 
left when they're finished with you!" Then, with a tight grip of her 
hand, he pulled her further. 

Calypso had always been quick, so it wasn't that hard for her to keep 
up with the boy. Soon she was totally lost in the streets, but the 
boy didn't seem to have problems with finding his way. Occasionally 
he would stop, tell her to hid and then disappear in some minutes, 
before returning from another direction. Once he even jumped off the 
roof above her, and landed easily beside her. 

Eventually they came to a dead end. The boy motioned for her to 
follow as he started climbing the wall. Calypso followed. When she 
hauled herself up at the roof, the boy was sitting there in a 
crouched position, watching the streets bellow them. She climbed up 
towards him, but her foot slipped on the way and she barely managed 
to hold on. 

"This way," he told her. "And be careful. It's slippery." 

"Thanks, I noticed," Calypso replied sarcast ically . They didn't talk 
for a long while after that, but Calypso couldn't help wondering why 
the boy hadn't just left her behind earlier. Good Lord, she wasn't 
helpless either! 

The boy lead across roof after roof, until they reached an end. There 
he easily slid off the roof and in through a window just below the 
roof. Calypso didn't wait for an invitation, and followed him. The 
room was dark, except for the light falling in through the window 
they just came in through. It wasn't much warmer in there, than 
outside. A moment later a little flame was lit, and in it she could 
finally have a look at the boy. 

He was tall and seemed pretty skinny, and his eyes glimmered like 
gold. He had messy black hair, but she could tell he was pale. Half 
his face was covered in a purple scarf, and he wore a brown jacket 



which seemed too big. He had grey gloves, but she noticed they had 
plenty of holes. His boots, however, didn't look as if they were 
twenty years old. In fact, they seemed pretty new. 

"Who are you?" Calypso asked, frowning at him. "Why did you bring me 
here? " 

The boy had been eyeing her with interest, but when she spoke he 
glanced sideways and shrugged. "Name's Briskir, " he only said. Then 
he walked over to a table and some carpets. "Are you hungry?" He held 
out a piece of bread. 

"I've got my own food," she replied. "Why did you bring me 
here? " 

"They asked for a girl who looked pretty much like you, " he said. 

"And they didn't look too friendly, so I figured they didn't want you 
any good . " 

"Who are 'they'?" Calypso inched closer to Briskir. 

"Four men," he replied easily. "They weren't from 
here . " 

"Abelardus . . . " Calypso muttered. "Why were they chasing 
you? " 

"Suppose they didn't like being thrown pies at." A grin had appeared 
at Briskir 's face. "Pretty bad at hiding their anger were they too." 
Then his face fell serious. "You're not from England, are you?" 

"No, and about that a€" I have to get to the harbour. I need to find 
trader Johann." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Briskir seemed like the best person she could've met just then. 

He helped her find her way back through the labyrinth of streets. 
After wondering whether she should tell him of her problem or not, 
she decided not to tell anything. He asked more than once what she 
was doing that far north, and alone, but she mostly managed to steer 
the conversation away from it . <p> 

"We're here," Briskir eventually said. They emerged from a street and 
were standing beside a trader. The man didn't seem as if he was 
planning on going further north. "Why won't you tell me?" 

"Tell you what?" 

"Why you're here alone, why you're going further north, and why the 
soldiers are looking for you." 

Calypso opened her mouth to answer something a little harsh, but then 
closed her mouth. She glanced towards the docks for some seconds. "I 
can't risk it," she eventually muttered. She glanced back at Briskir 
with a tentative smile. "I can't tell you, because what if you told 
the wrong persons and I suddenly had all of my father's soldiers 
after me?" 


Briskir tilted his head slightly. "In other words, you don't trust 



me." There was a thoughtful expression at his face as he tilted his 
head to the other side. "You're clever not to trust the first you 
meet, " he eventually decided. "Then I wish you good luck on your 
journey. May God watch over you." 

Calypso smiled and was about to reply, but Briskir had already 
disappeared in between the houses. She sighed. Now she was on her own 
again. She walked over to the trader. 

"Excuse me? Do you know where I can find trader Johann?" 

The trader muttered something she didn't catch, but pointed towards a 
small ship not far off. "But hurry up, he's leaving soon." Calypso 
thanked him and hurried towards the ship. 

The owner of the ship was a slim, tanned man with dark hair and 
moustache (and a tiny beard), and dark eyes. He was busy talking to a 
man, but his ship seemed ready to leave. The two men finished talking 
and the trader started making his way over to the ship. 

"Trader Johann!" Calypso called. The man turned towards her with an 
arched eyebrow. 

"That would be me?" 

"I've got a letter to you..." Calypso pulled the letter out of the 
dragon-skin bag. "From Bjartr." Johann's other eyebrow raised too and 
he opened the letter. Calypso waited in some tense moments before 
Johann finished reading. 

"So, let me get this straight," he said, folding the letter. "He 
wants me to bring you to Berk, and then bring a message back to him 
that you're in the good hands of Stoick the Vast?" 

"Yes." Calypso let out a relieved breath. Now that everything was 
clear, Johann would let her onto the ship, take her north and she'd 
finally be safe from her father's soldiers. Safe. When she thought 
about it, she'd never been really _safe_. But that would change, she 
told herself. 

"Sorry," Johann said, returning the letter. "I'm a trader. I trade 
food, ink and tools. My job is not to bring people back and forth." 

He let out an annoyed huff, and turned away. 

Calypso was stunned. She couldn't believe what she'd just heard. 
"But... You have to help me!" she exclaimed. 

"I don't _have_ to do anything, miss," he replied. 

"I'm being chased! I have to get away from here!" 

"It's not my fault you ran away from home," Johann said with a frown. 
"My, look at the time! I've got to leave. Bye!" With that he told the 
man he'd been talking to earlier, to loosen his ship, and Calypso was 
left to stare after him with shock and panic. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Calypso stared after the ship. She couldn't believe it! Bjartr 
and his ship were gone. She was being chased, and now her only 



possibility of being transported north to Berk, had left... Without 
her. If she hadn't been so shocked, she would've sat down and 
cried . <p> 

She forced the hopelessness away and took a deep breath. She had to 
think of something. As she stared after the ship, she thought she 
heard Briskir beside her, saying, "I wish you good luck on your 
journey. May God watch over you." Briskir. Maybe he could help her? 

At least that was somewhere to start. 

She made her way back to the trader and peered into the labyrinth of 
streets. She regretted not paying attention to were they went 
earlier. After glancing back towards the harbour a last time, she set 
off in between the houses. 

It only took her a few turns to get lost. A normal person would've 
stopped just there and asked someone for the way back, or tried to 
make his/her way back. Calypso, however, turned around so she was 
facing the street she just walked through. She thought there was 
something vaguely known about it. That settled it. She turned back 
and continued. 

She had no idea of how much time passed, but eventually she reached a 
grocery she was pretty sure she remembered. She glanced further down 
the street, and there it was. The house where Briskir had brought her 
earlier. At first she only stared at it, but then she hurried towards 
it. She eyed the street beside the house and the steep staircase. It 
wasn't very nice of her to just enter someone's house like that... 
Without another 'if' or 'but', she started climbing the stairs. 

When she finally pushed up the door, she found the room just as dark 
as she remembered it from her first visit. "Briskir?" she whispered. 
No answer. No light. 

Slowly she made her way across the room, towards the table and 
carpets she remembered. Her foot hit something soft, and she froze in 
her steps. She lowered her gaze to the floor and squinted at whatever 
it was. As she stood still, her eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness 
and she could make out the shape of a big bird laying there. 

Carefully she crouched down and placed a hand on it. It was warm and 
the chest was quickly rising and sinking. 

"Don't be afraid," she muttered and picked it up. Then she glanced 
about to find that candle... She quickly walked over to the table. 
There was a box of matches laying beside the candle. She placed the 
bird at the table and lit the candle. There was a cold draft in the 
room which made the tiny flame dance and flicker. Calypso held her 
hands around it to keep it from going out. She dropped the bag at the 
floor and sat the candle beside it, taking the bird into her lap as 
she sat down at the edge of the carpets. 

In the light she could have a better look at the bird. It was huge 
and black with a black beak. A raven. And it was wrapped into some 
warm cloth. Calypso removed the cloth. As soon as the raven could 
move about, it notched for her hand. She quickly pulled back and the 
raven jumped away from her. It held one of the wings in a strange 
position, as if it hurt. 


"You can come back when you feel like letting someone have a look at 
that wing of yours," Calypso told it. While she waited, she took off 



the quiver and bow, and put them beside herself. Then she opened the 
bag and found some of the bread Bjartr had provided her with. She 
broke off a piece of it and settled to eat it in silence as she 
watched the raven jump around the room, trying to fly. 

Outside the sun started to settle. Calypso yawned. Soon enough she 
nodded off. 

_Next chapter up 1. Mars..._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : Now you'll just have to wait another month for next 
update ! * * 

**If anyone's interested. I'll do some HTTYD-prompt s . More 
information about this at my profile.** 


4 . The Street Boy 

**A/N: Thanks for lovely reviews! I really appreciate 
it . ** 

**Another month has passed, and we're ready for another chapter. 
Please enjoy...** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXstrong>IV<strong> 

**The Street Boy** 


**The first thing Briskir noticed,** was that _someone_ had found his 
hideout. He stared up the stairs, listening. Someone were breathing 
up there, and he could more sense than see the flickering of light. 
His first idea was to leave and find another shelter a€" for sure 
there would be other places in London. But then his thoughts went to 
the raven he'd found earlier. He had to see if it still was 
there . 

And so, without another thought, he quickly and soundlessly climbed 
up the stairs and pushed up the ledge. He climbed up and put the 
ledge in place. Then he straightened and slowly approached the 
light . 

The candle had nearly burned down. Curled up in the pile of carpets, 
the girl he'd helped earlier was laying, and beside her was the 
raven . 

Briskir slowly approached her and knelt beside her with a frown. 
Shouldn't she have been on a ship on her way north? He considered 
waking her up, but in the end decided against it. 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>Calypso blinked a couple of times , <strong> before finally 
sitting up. The room was dark, except from the candle, but a€" if 



possible a€" it was a little warmer than when she fell asleep. 


"So you're finally awake." 

The voice startled her and she jumped. Sitting at the table was 
Briskir. He was holding a book which he seemed very interested in, 
and at his shoulder sat the raven with a now bandaged wing. Then he 
closed the book and put it beside himself. He glanced at her. 

"Any chance I can have my sleeping place back?" 

"What a€" oh, sorry." Calypso quickly moved herself away from the 
pile, and Briskir placed himself at the spot where she'd 
slept . 

"Thanks for warming my bed." He grinned at her, and Calypso made a 
face . 

"It wasn't as if I meant to," she replied, not very amused. 

"No need to take that tone, " he commented calmly and pulled some 
carpets around his shoulders. Some minutes passed in silence. "So..." 
he eventually said. "Why are you here, intruding my home, and not on 
that ship?" 

Calypso shrugged. "Trader Johann didn't want to help me, and I simply 
didn't know where else to go." She glanced down at the raven which 
had moved from his shoulder and settled in her lap instead. She 
couldn't remember when it had accepted her, but she really didn't 
think that was how birds usually acted. 

New silence. 

"Are you still planning on going north?" Briskir asked and sent her a 
glance she didn't notice. 

"Yeah, I just don't know how." 

"Well, you could buy a horse or a pony, or simply walk, and follow 
the road north, or you could charter a ship and go north by sea, " he 
suggested . 

Calypso sighed and found her purse in the bag. "I can't afford that 
if I want food too, " she replied. 

"That would definitely be a problem, " Briskir agreed. He was quiet 
for some moments, and when Calypso glanced sideways at him, he seemed 
to be deep in thoughts. "But," he then said, "I _can_ help you if you 
want. Of course, I want something in return." 

Calypso got a feeling she had to be careful with what she said. "What 
would that be?" she asked tentatively. Briskir rose and brought the 
book he'd been reading earlier. 

"One doesn't bring with books just for weight, when one are planning 
to travel far, " he said with a motion towards her bag where some 
books she'd brought with just for joy, were visible. Then he dropped 
his book into her lap. Calypso opened it carefully. It was a 
children's book, with images of different dragons, and a hero who was 
pointing a sword at some dragon. 



"What about this?" Calypso asked and glanced up at him. 


"I want to learn to read," he said in a matter off factly tone. 
Calypso stared at him. That wasn't what she'd expected. Briskir 
clearly felt a little uncomfortable. "What?" he asked. 

"You can't read?" Calypso finally said. 

He shook his head. "Why is that a shock?" 

Calypso shook her head and glanced down at the book again. "I... 
guess I never really thought about it, " she finally replied. 

Briskir eyed her carefully, and there was something in his eyes she 
couldn't read. "You're the daughter of some rich man," he then stated 
drily. "The rich ones never sees us poor. To them them we're just 
here to be their servants. Someone they can take out their feelings 
on. Someone without rights." His gaze turned hard as he 
spoke . 

Calypso opened her mouth to argue, but then shut it. What he just 
said was kind of true, wasn't it? She remembered how her family 
sometimes would treat the poor ones they stumbled upon in the street. 
Calypso wanted to defend herself. Not that she held anything against 
the poor ones, but she'd never stopped someone from harming them. 
She'd simply walked past. 
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><p><em>Calypso stared at the man as they passed. He wore worn 
clothes and held out a hand which couldn't have seen clean water in 
many years. Her father slapped the hand away and pulled her along. 
When they were home. Calypso glanced up at him.<em> 

"_Why did you do that? Who was he?"_ 

_Her father knelt down in front of her so they came in the same eye 
level. "He's one of those who live in the dirt with the animals. One 
of those who disgrace humans." When Calypso frowned, he grasped her 
shoulders tightly. "It's very important you understand this," he told 
her firmly. "If you meet one of those, don't look at them. They 
aren't worthy our attention. 
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><p>Calypso swallowed at the memory, and then glanced up at Briskir 
again. "You're right," she whispered . <p> 

"What?" he demanded. 

"You are right. But not everyone are like that. There are some rich 
people who help everyone." 

He snorted. "Yeah, right." He held his arms tightly crossed in front 
of his chest, and even thought Calypso hadn't known him for long, she 
knew he was angry. She sighed and put her purse back into the bag. 

She placed the raven and the book between the carpets and then rose, 
picking up her things. 



"Thanks for the help, anyway, " she said. She stropped the quiver and 
bow to her back, and took the bag at the shoulder. "I wish you good 
luck, and may God watch over you." Briskir blinked. All his anger ran 
off him as Calypso crossed the room and shove up the door. Cold night 
air brushed past her. 

"Wait, where are you going?" he asked. 

"I'll continue north," she replied and didn't look at him as she 
exited . 

"Yeah, but you said yourself you've got no where else to go! Where 
are you going to stay tonight? It's still cold outside." 

This time Calypso glanced at him with a tiny smile. "Thanks for 
caring, but I suppose I'll find somewhere else to stay over the 
night. And tomorrow I'll see if I maybe can sell this bag and some of 
the things I brought with, and then buy a pony." 

"No," Briskir said firmly. "If you fall asleep outside now, you won't 
have any 'tomorrow' ! By the Gods, you don't even know where to find 
an inn ! " 

"Then what else should I do? I can't stay here." 

"Why not?" 

That surprised Calypso. "You just said you don't like rich people," 
she reminded him. He muttered something she didn't catch a€" probably 
another pray to God. Then he walked over to her, pulled her back 
inside and over to the pile of carpets. 

"You're _not_ going out there now," he told her. "I'd rather share my 
home with someone from a rich family, than cause the death of the 
one . " 

Calypso smiled. "So you care about me." 

"What? No! This is just for tonight. Tomorrow you continue on your 
journey, and we can forget each other." But as he spoke. Calypso 
could see the tiniest of blushes spread across his cheeks. 

"Fine," she said, still with a smile at her lips. "Tomorrow I leave 
and we forget each other." 


_Next Chapter Up 1. April... 
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><pXstrong>AN : Thanks for reading, and please leave a review! I'd 
love to hear what you think of the story so far.** 

**See you next month!** 


5. Alone 


**A/N: Hey guys! Thanks for reviews and for keeping up a€" here you 



go with another chapter! Enjoy!** 
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><pXstrong>V<strong> 

**Alone** 

**Calypso opened her eyes slowly. **Something was laying heavily over 
her waist. At first she didn't move at all, but then she slowly 
turned her head. She was mildly shocked to find Briskir laying there. 
She turned back, shut her eyes and tried to remember how they had 
ended up laying _that_ close to each other. 

She had stayed up reading, and Briskir had watched her. Occasionally 
he'd asked what the different words were and how she read them. When 
she'd put away the book, she'd ate supper, and then curled up to 
sleep. It had taken some time, and she'd heard Briskir talking softly 
to the raven a€" who he'd named Kevin. She'd fallen asleep before 
Briskir went to sleep. 

Slowly she turned over on her back and moved Briskir 's arm off her 
waist. Then she sat up. Daylight fell in through the window. In the 
light she recognized the room as some kind of an attic. There were 
boxes in all sizes, some tables and shelves. All of it was covered in 
dust. She wondered if all of it was Briskir' s. 

She glanced at him. He seemed perfectly peaceful. 

Calypso yawned and got to her feet. She stretched and quickly went to 
the window. She rubbed her arms and shivered. It had to be quite 
early, because the grocery at the end of the street hadn't opened 
yet . 

She returned to Briskir and the pile of carpets, picked up the quiver 
and bow. Quickly she strapped the weapons to her back, and then 
picked up the bag. One last time she glanced at Briskir, and then 
left the attic quietly. 

Once outside, she closed the door behind herself, and then descended 
the stairs. She came out in the street and took some moments to just 
take in the architecture and think of what to do next. She didn't 
have much money, but she had a bow. She had studied some of Bjartr's 
maps, and knew there were vast areas of forests further north. Maybe 
she could do some hunting to get food, but she had no idea of what to 
do with the animal once she'd killed it. She barely knew how to gut a 
f ish . 

Very well. With nothing but a vague idea of what to do and where to 
go, she set off. 
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><p>London wasn't a very big city, compared to Constantinople, but it 
was big enough for Calypso to nearly get lost a few times. As the sun 
rose, people flooded the streets. The thin layer of snow at the roofs 
and in the streets started to melt into water, and as long as the sun 
was shining Calypso didn't feel as cold.<p> 

Close to noon, the sky clouded over and a cold wind brushed through 



the streets. Calypso pulled the coat closer around her body and 
started looking for an inn or somewhere warm to get some heat. 
Unfortunately, the shops and groceries started closing, as people 
went home or took a break before reopening an hour or two 
later . 

Eventually she came to a street where the scent of warm food filled 
the air. A door opened and light flooded out, together with laughter 
and chatter. Calypso let out a relieved breath. Finally an inn. She 
made her way to it and opened the door. 

Warm air and the scent of fried meat hit her, together with the high 
volume. She made her way over to the counter where a round man with 
red cheeks and an enormous walrus moustache was standing, cleaning. 
Calypso waited patiently for the man to notice her. 

When he did, he smiled at her. "What can I do for you, young lady?" 
he asked. 

Calypso ordered some warm food to a low price, and then tried to find 
a table to herself and her food. Once she fairly unnoticed had sat 
down, she could enjoy the meal. 

The door opened, letting a cold wind through the room, and was then 
shut again. A moment later someone sat down at the opposite side of 
her table. She glanced at the person, and was surprised to find who 
it was . 

"What are you doing here?" she asked. "I thought we were supposed to 
forget each other!" 

"Well, " Briskir replied, pulling down his scarf a little, "that was 
pretty much all I did, until I found this." He shove something packed 
into a blanket across the table to her. 

Calypso frowned at it, but opened it. 

"It must've fallen out of your bag when you left." 

Calypso picked up the book, and then glanced at Briskir. "How did you 
know where to find me?" 

"I asked. Of course I knew _someone_ must had seen you _somewhere_, " 
he replied. "If I hadn't found you, I would've just sold it. Maybe I 
could've earned enough to have a warm meal for once." He eyed her 
food, and Calypso suddenly felt bad for him. 

She shove her food over to him. "You can have the rest of it if you 
want, " she offered. 

"You're the one who ' re going north, not me," he countered. 

"I can buy food elsewhere," Calypso retorted. "Just take 

it . " 

Briskir didn't hesitate more. While he ate. Calypso put the book back 
into her bag where it should be. Then she remained at her seat and 
listened to parts of conversations around them. Suddenly Briskir 
placed a hand over her hand, nodding towards some men sitting just a 
few feet away. They'd been talking in hushed voices, but when Calypso 



concentrated, she could hear what they said. 

"Do you think it's her?" 

"Dunno, but it's worth a shot." 

"Yeah, pretty nice price too." 

"Would've been something to return to the wife and kids with 
that . " 

"Could've bought a new house for that..." 

"Or a wif e . " 

The men let out barks of laughter which mixed with the rest of the 
sounds . 

Calypso's eyes met Briskin' s across the table. He rose and motioned 
for her to follow. They easily slipped past the men, but when they 
exited the inn. Calypso could swear she felt them watching her. 

Once they were outside, Briskir set off down the street. Calypso 
followed him. They didn't slow down before the houses became lesser. 
They didn't stop, but both of them sent nervous glances back. No one 
seemed to be following them. 

"He's looking for you," Briskir said quietly. 

"Abelardus?" Calypso asked nervously. 

"The pie-man, " Briskir confirmed. 

"How can you be sure they were talking about me?" 

"Calypso, I _know_ they were talking about you." 

They continued in silence for a long while. Eventually they reached 
the last houses of London. They stopped, neither of them sure what to 
do or say. 

"Bye, then..." Calypso said. 

"Bye," Briskir replied. "Take care of yourself." 

She smiled tentatively, and then turned her back at him and continued 
walking . 
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><p>Briskir stared after her for a long while. He didn't really like 
the sight of that. Nor did he like the idea of her being caught by 
the pie-man. <p> 

An idea began taking form in his head. A mad, wonderful idea. He 
grinned and spun around, running back to fetch his things and the 
raven. He'd be up and going soon, and he'd make sure Calypso would be 
safe. . . 



><pXem>Next chapter up 1. May...<em> 
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><pXstrong>AN : Please leave a review! Next chapter will be pretty 
much "jumping from day to day", as nothing really happens, other than 
Calypso moving further northXP** 

**So, stick around for another month, and you'll have chapter 
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6. Plenty of That Was Closes 

**A/N: Thanks for all reviews. They're greatly appreciated^^** 
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><pXstrong>VI<strong> 

**Plenty of "That Was Close"s** 

"**Morning, miss. Anything I can do for you?"** 

Calypso smiled at the young man. "Do you know where I can buy a horse 
or a pony to a low price?" 

The young man looked thoughtful for a while. Then he shook his head. 
"Around here we need our animals. Especially in a time like this. But 
if you really need it..." He trailed off for a moment, and then came 
over to her and pointed down the road. "If you continue the same way, 
you should by nightfall reach a farm. There they've got plenty of 
animals. Maybe you'd be able to buy a pony from the farmer 
there . " 

"Thank you," Calypso replied and smiled gratefully. 

"No problem." The young man nodded, and then returned to whatever 
he'd been doing before. 

Calypso sighed and took the bag at the other shoulder. Then she 
continued through the village. 

She'd been travelling for nearly a week now. Inns had been her 
friends along the road, and if she did the dishes in the evening, 
she'd be able to pay a lower price for a bed and food. To tell the 
truth, she was getting a little tired of the road. And travelling 
alone. God should know she'd be happy when she finally came to this 
place . . . Berk . 

As she'd travelled, she'd moved further and further north. One day 
she'd been lucky enough to get a ride with a company who were going 
the same way, and had that way moved twice as fast. Of course this 
didn't help much on the weather. 

The other day she'd overheard two men talking about the weather, 
saying it was colder than usually, but hopefully it would pass in a 
week or so. Calypso hoped they were right. She hadn't needed to sleep 
outside yet, but she was pretty sure it was something she didn't want 



to experience, and especially if the weather became even colder. 

She trudged on, but the environments didn't seem change much. Except 
from the village at her back becoming smaller and smaller, until it 
was out of sight. 
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><p>As the young man had predicted, she reached a farm just about 
nightfall. She followed a side road until she could stop outside the 
main house. The farm didn't consist of much, just the house and the 
barn, together with a lawn.<p> 

She walked up to the door and knocked. For a while nothing happened, 
but then she heard steps and the door was opened. A little girl 
stared up at her with huge, innocent eyes. A moment later an older 
man appeared. 

"Lucy," he scolded lightly. "You mother told you to go to bed." 

The girl glanced at him, and then rushed back the way he came. The 
man stopped by the door. 

"Good evening, " he greeted. 

"Good evening," Calypso replied politely. "In the last village I came 
through, I asked if there were anywhere I could buy a pony. A man 
told me I should stop by here." 

"I'm sorry," the man replied, and really did look like he felt sorry. 
"I only have two ponies, and I need both of them." 

Calypso forced a smile as she stepped away from the door. "It was 
worth a shot. Do you know if it's far to the next inn?" 

"The closest village is just an hour walk north of here. There you'll 
find _The Barking Dog_. You'll for sure find a place to sleep 
there . " 

"Thanks a lot, " Calypso replied. She began walking when the man 
called after her. 

"Are you headed north?" 

Calypso nodded. 

"Then watch out, " the man warned. "They say there are wild animals 
and beasts in the forests further north. Be careful with bears and 
wolves if you go as far as the highlands." 

Calypso nodded once more. "I will. Thank you." Then she quickly made 
her way back to the main road. 

By the time she reached the village, darkness had settled. It was a 
cold night, but because of clouds no moon was visible. The inn wasn't 
hard to find. Light fell out through the windows, and there were some 
people still sitting in the room as she entered. 


She went over to the counter. A moment later a tiny man came rushing 
out from a door. He hauled himself up a tall chair behind the 



counter, and grinned at Calypso. She noticed he was missing some 
teeth . 

"Urn... hi," she said, slightly taken aback by his looks. "Do you 
have-" 

"A room? Why, of course!" He turned in his chair and shouted out 
through the door, "Anny! Bring me key to room 13, honey!" 

A key came flying through the air and the man grabbed it. Then he 
handed it to Calypso. "There you go," he said. "One night? 

Hm?" 


"Yes, " Calypso replied. 

He nodded and scribbled something at a paper. "Everything? No food? 

No drinks?" 

"No, that's everything." Quickly Calypso paid, and then headed to the 
stairs leading up to next floor where the rooms were. 

As she was about to unlock the door, a hand was placed at her 
shoulder. She spun around... and stared into the darkness of a hood. 
Somewhere in there she could see eyes staring at her. She swallowed 
and pulled away from the hooded person. He a€" it was clearly a male 
a€" wore a long cloak which covered all of him, except from his 
boots, and the hood hid his face. 

He didn't say anything, but moved his gaze from her to the stairs. 
Voices, together with steps, approached. The hooded person didn't 
waist another minute, only grabbed her arm and led her further down 
the corridor. He opened a door and pushed her inside. Quickly he 
followed and locked the door behind them. 

"Who are you? What do you want with me?" Calypso asked. He didn't 
answer, only went over to the window and shut it. Finally he 
spoke . 

"I won't hurt you. But the soldiers will if they find you." 

Calypso stared at the man. "Briskir?" she asked. 

He nodded, but didn't remove the hood. Instead he went over to the 
bed where he knelt down and tapped some sort of code at the floor. 

The raven hopped out and onto his arm. He rose and sat at the bed. 
Calypso stared at him in shock and awe. 

"What are you doing here?" she finally asked. 

Briskir glanced towards the door, and at her. "Better be quiet," he 
replied. "We'll talk tomorrow. Right now you should be quiet." Then 
he returned to petting the raven. 

Calypso stared at him for some seconds more, but then found the only 
armchair standing in the room and sat there, putting the bag at the 
floor and unstrapping the quiver and bow. She curled up, and before 
she knew it she'd fallen asleep. 



><p>She awoke when someone shook her shoulder. She groaned and 
shielded her eyes from the light which filled the room. Then, 
remembering what had happened the day before, she jolted upright. 
Briskir was standing in front of her, with the raven, Kevin, at his 
shoulder . <p> 

"The soldiers... yesterday..." Calypso leant back and rubbed her 
eyes, suppressing a yawn. 

"They didn't find you," Briskir assured. "However, they searched room 
13. When they found you were gone, they continued searching the 
rooms. They came here too, but a knife against the throat isn't 
something they appreciate." 

Calypso let her hands fall to her lap and shook her head slowly in 
silent awe. "God, Briskir. How did you even..." She trailed off and 
sighed. "It doesn't matter. I have to get going." 

She knew she should've been terrified by the thought of having 
Abelardus after her again, but she wasn't. Instead it felt as if 
she'd taken some kind of a decision. If what Abelardus wanted was a 
hunt, she'd gladly give him just that. 

She picked up her things, ate some of the dried fish she still kept 
in the bag, offered Briskir some of it, and then the two of them left 
quietly. The room downstairs was empty. They left their keys at the 
counter, before exiting. It had to be pretty early, as the air was 
quite cold. 

"I'll meet you at the edge of the village," Briskir informed her. 
"Just go . " 

Calypso glanced curiously at him. Why was he going north? She was 
about to ask when he sent her a glance which clearly said, "Not now." 
Calypso nodded and set off. The houses she passed were dark and 
quiet, except from a bakery she passed, where lights were on in the 
kitchen. She made sure no one spotted her, and hurried past the rest 
of the houses until she stood by the corner of the last, dark and 
quiet house. 

When she glanced back, she noticed lights had been lit inside the 
inn. She really hoped Abelardus was still asleep. He was much nicer 
that way. 

"Come on." Her heart leapt into her throat and she spun around. 
Briskir was standing there with Kevin at his shoulder, holding a 
horse by the reins. Calypso stared at first the horse, and then 
Briskir . 

"What. . . when. . . how?" 

"I'll tell you everything later," Briskir promised. "Let's just get 
going . " 

Before Calypso could even nod, he'd got onto the horse and extended a 
hand to her. She accepted it as she climbed up in front of him. 

"Are you sure it won't be too much for her?" Calypso asked nervously, 
patting the horse's neck. 



"She's been carrying much more weight in her life than the two of 
us," Briskir replied. "She'll get us out of here now, so you'd better 
hold on. Come on, girl!" The last was clearly directed to the horse, 
as she set off in a light gallop. 

Calypso glanced back towards the village, and was pretty sure she 
could see someone exiting the inn. 
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><p>They were in the highlands. Scotland. They were following a road 
close to the coast line, but as they walked most of the time, it took 
them much longer than if they'd had horses. The horse they did have. 
Silver, carried most of their things. At least she had Calypso's bag 
at her back, together with Briskir 's saddle bag and 
blankets . <p> 

They'd been travelling for so many days Calypso had lost track of 
time. Most of the time they camped outside. In the night they would 
take turns on keeping watch, and in the morning they would ride 
Silver for a few hours. 

Now they were walking. They were on their way down a steep hillside, 
where the road wounded it's way down to the bottom. A village was 
laying there at the road, before it disappeared into a forest which 
a€" at least as Calypso could see a€" reached as far as the eye could 
see. The village was the first village they'd seen for two 
days . 

"You never told me why you so suddenly broke up and left London, " 
Calypso suddenly said. They hadn't been talking for a while, so she 
broke the silence quite suddenly. 

"I didn't?" Briskir asked, absentmindedly . He eyed the forest laying 
in front of them. "Have you seen Kevin? He's been gone for quite a 
while now . " 

"He'll be back soon," Calypso replied. "But don't try to change 
theme. Why did you leave London?" 

Briskir didn't say anything. He was quiet for so long. Calypso began 
wondering if he'd forgotten she'd asked him something. 

Finally he answered. "I figured I wouldn't be safe there a€" not that 
I ever _was_ safe in London, but still. It has always been my home." 
He fell quiet for some moments. "In the inn where I found you the day 
you left, the men watched us. I'm not sure, but I think they told 
that pie-man a€" what was his name again?" 

"Abelardus . " 

"That's it a€" I think those men told him I was helping you. The next 
days I often stumbled upon him and his company. I knew that soon they 
would find where I lived, and then sneak up on me in the night. So I 
bought Silver, some new, warmer clothing together with some 
equipment, and left. At first-" 

"You _bought_ Silver and equipment?" Calypso frowned at him. 

"Yes, now listen if you want to know the rest. As I was about to 



"How did you get enough money to _buy_ Silver and equipment? You 
lived in an attic with nothing but blankets and barely enough food to 
survive ! " 

"Do you think I stole it?" Briskir snapped back. 

"I didn't say that!" Calypso defended herself. 

"But you implied it." Briskir glared daggers at her. "Even though I 
lived like a rat, it doesn't mean I don't have any limits!" 

"Well, sorry for assuming the worst, then!" Calypso replied 
harshly . 

This left them in a long, uncomfortable silence where both of them 
kept their eyes on their feet, occasionally glancing at the 
other . 

"As I said, " Briskir said quietly when they were nearly at the bottom 
of the hill. "At first I had no idea of where to go. I travelled at 
normal pace, but after a few days I knew I had the pie-man at my 
heels. I stopped travelling in daylight, and hid wherever possible 
until darkness once again settled. 

"In another few days I came to the village where I stumbled upon you. 
That was when I decided that maybe it wouldn't be such a bad idea to 
follow you. Maybe even join you and help you a€" of course, if you 
allow it . " 

Calypso glanced surprised at him. His hood hid his face, but by the 
way he held onto Silver's reins, she was sure he was nervous to hear 
the answer. Her surprised expression turned to a smile, and then to 
worry . 

"But... That means Abelardus will chase you too." 

"He's already chasing me," Briskir reminded her. 

"Yes, but..." She stared towards the village for some moments, trying 
to formulate her thoughts in a way which wouldn't offend Briskir. 
"Look, I don't want you to get hurt," she finally said. 

"Do you doubt my abilities as a fighter?" 

"No," she replied quickly. "I don't. I firmly believe you're 
perfectly capable of taking care of yourself, but _if _you should 
happen to die of some reason a€" and I said _if_ a€" I would be 
responsible for it. It would be my fault, because I let you follow 
me." She glanced at him and hoped he would understand. 

She wasn't trying to get away from him. All she was trying to, was 
making him understand why she didn't want him to risk it 
willingly . 

"If I die," Briskir said, "there'll be no one left to blame you. My 
father wouldn't care at all. He never did." 


Calypso glanced curiously at him. He'd never said anything about his 



past, but this made her wonder. Was that a clue to why he had such a 
strong hate against rich people? What about his mother? 

The rest of the distance to the village they went in silence. When 
they reached it, they decided on having some food. Calypso still had 
enough money left to pay a meal for both of them, and food for 
Silver. Soon enough they were seated by the counter at an inn, eating 
their meat. There weren't many people in the room. In fact just the 
two of them and two men discussing some work which yet had to be 
done . 

The host leant against the counter. "So, what do you think?" he 
asked. "Does it taste well?" 

"Very good," Calypso replied politely. "Thank you very much." 

The host smiled satisfied. A moment later a young girl appeared, 
carrying a set of cups. The host took them, and then sent the girl 
back to the kitchen where she'd come from. The host settled by the 
counter, drying the cups. 

"Yer not from here. What ' re ye doing this far north?" he asked, as if 
randomly . 

Calypso and Briskir quickly exchanged glances. 

"We're going to visit some relatives," Calypso then replied. 

"I see," the host replied. "Do they live far north?" 

"We should be there in a few days, " Briskir answered, hanging on to 
Calypso's game. 

The host nodded once more and continued drying the cups. Suddenly the 
door opened. Calypso quickly peered over to the door. Her eyes 
widened and she quickly glanced down at the food again. 

"It's _them_, " she breathed. 

"I know," Briskir replied quietly. 

"We should get going." 

"If we leave now, they'll notice us. Let's wait until they've seated, 
and then get going." 

Calypso nodded in agreement, and then returned to her food. As she 
ate, she listened to the men talking in Latin, complaining about the 
weather . 

"_I don't see why they're going so far north !_" 

"_If they continue like this, we'll all be frozen to death before we 
even get the chance to _think_ of returning to 
Constant inople_. " 

Calypso couldn't help but smile to herself. At least they'd managed 
to piss the soldiers off. That was a positive thing. 


The men stamped by the door, shaking snow of their clothes. 



"You there," a known voice called in broken English. Calypso was at 
first deadly sure Abelardus was talking to her, but then she realized 
it was the host he was talking to. "Get my men and horses something 
to eat, and something warm to drink. We'll need beds for the 
night . " 

Calypso took a chance and peered over at her hunter. He did not look 
happy at all. In fact he seemed at the edge of exploding. 

"He certainly does not look happy, " Briskir commented from the 
darkness of his hood. 

"We've forced him this far to the north, away from civilization, in 
the winter. Of course he's not happy," Calypso replied. 

They fell quiet as the soldiers moved over to a table and sat down 
there, rubbing their hands together to get some warmth. 

Still bowed over her food. Calypso heard someone walking up to the 
counter beside Briskir. Money were thrown to the host who grumbled 
something, and then disappeared out to the kitchen. Whoever had paid 
was about to return, but halted to a stop. 

Calypso held her breath. 

A hand grabbed her by the neck, as if she was a cat, and yanked her 
off the seat. She yelped and found herself a moment later staring at 
Abelardus. His hard expression morphed to one of shock, and then into 
an awful grin. 

"_Well, well, well_, " he said satisfied, changing from broken English 
to fluent Latin. "_It seems I finally got you_. " 

"_Get your hands off me_, " Calypso snapped, trying hit him. He held 
her at a safe distance. 

"_Boys, it seems we're finally going south again !_" 

The rest of the soldiers seemed happy about that. 

Calypso sent Briskir a desperate glance. Please? she thought. It'd be 
nice with some help! Briskir got off his seat and approached them. 
Then he threw his hood back and sent Abelardus a devilish 
grin . 

"Remember me?" he asked. 

Before Abelardus could even consider what to say, Briskir had leapt 
forth with an unsheathed hunting knife. He dived under Abelardus' 
guard, got up at his back and held the knife against his 
throat . 

"It'd be wise of you to let her go." 

"Watch out!" Calypso exclaimed. Briskir pulled away as one of 
Abelardus' companions came up behind him to tackle him. 


Once again taking up the fight. Calypso tore at Abelardus' arm, 
trying to get free. In the corner of her eye she noticed Briskir 



keeping the other men away from her and Abelardus. She hit him in the 
arm, but he didn't even wince. A sudden idea hit her. She reached 
behind to grab one of her arrows. Of course this didn't go unnoticed 
by. Abelardus took a firm hold of her arm and twisted it at her back. 
She gritted her teeth, not only in frustration, but also because of 
the sudden pain which shot through her arm and shoulder. 

"_You'd better be nice, otherwise-_" 

Before he could finish his threat, the door to the kitchen flew up. 
For once Calypso was relieved to see the curious host. Abelardus 
immediately let her go. She pulled away from him, rubbing her arm. A 
moment later Briskir shove her out of the inn. 

They found Silver in the stable, together with some other horses a€" 
most of them probably belonged to Abelardus and his company. 

Soon enough Calypso found herself at the horseback with Briskir 's 
arms securely wrapped around her waist as she steered Silver. That 
was barely. They'd have to get far before the night came, otherwise 
they would be dead. 
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><pXem>Next chapter up 1. June . . . <em> 
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><pXstrong>AN : Please leave a review! I'd really like to know what 
you think of the story so far!** 

**Oh, you might want to know I'll be up to my throat in exams from 
the end of May to the middle of June. I hope I'll be able to update 
anyway ! * * 


7 . Cat and Mice 

**A/N: I have no good excuse for why it took longer than expected to 
update. One day it was 30th May, and the next it was 4th June - it 
just slipped out of my mind, and each time I remembered it, I didn't 
have my pc and anywhere close...** 

**The chapter isn't even that long... Well, I hope you'll enjoy 
it ! ** 
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><pXstrong>VI Kstrong> 

**Cat and Mice** 

**Snow.** That was the first thing Calypso noticed when she awoke 
that morning. A thick layer of it covered her. She shook it off and 
quickly got to her feet. She began pacing back and forth to get some 
warmth into her cold limbs. How long had she been asleep? 

Soon enough Briskir appeared from between the trees. He nodded, 
noting she was awake. He didn't bring anything, which meant he hadn't 
had much luck as a hunter in the early hours of the morning. They'd 



just have to keep up their pace to get as far north as possible 
before Abelardus could reach them. 

In silence the two of them cleaned the area they'd stayed in over the 
night, stropped their different bundles and bags to Silver, and could 
finally get going again. 

They'd been travelling through a forest which didn't seem to have an 
end. They hadn't seen a village for many days now, so the forest was 
clearly a place most people kept away from, even in the 
highlands . 

Briskir informed it had been snowing heavily for many hours, and the 
snow only continued falling just as heavily. If it was worth 
anything, it didn't blow. That was something they had experienced 
early. Wind and snow together was a bad combination. That meant they 
couldn't risk staying outside during the night, and would have to 
search for caves or villages. 

Ever since they encountered Abelardus they'd stayed off the main 
road. Silver didn't seem to have any problems with it, as she just 
continued walking. Kevin would disappear for hours, before returning 
to them, usually settling at Briskir 's shoulder. 

Calypso spent most of the time trying to keep warm and ignoring her 
stomack which told her to eat. They had began parting the food into 
rations, as they never knew how long it would be until they could 
refill the bag. 
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><p>It was about noon when they finally stopped to take a break. 
They'd been walking through thick snow ever since they broke up from 
the camp, and to make it even better, they had been headed towards a 
fairly high point in the landscape . <p> 

Finally they had reached it. The top was without trees, and the road 
passed a little further down. Calypso inhaled deeply, closing her 
eyes and letting her head fall back. 

"Look, " Briskir said. Calypso opened her eyes and glanced the way he 
pointed . 

Finally they could see the end of the forest. And behind that... the 
sea. At the shore a village was laying. Rings of smoke rose into the 
air. Calypso smiled and breathed out. 

"Finally. I can't _wait_ to sleep in a warm bed for once." 

Briskir didn't answer. He seemed lost in the wonderful view. Calypso 
glanced back the way they came. Her heart sank. She poked Briskir in 
the shoulder. 

"I don't know how long time we'll have when we get there. Most likely 
not long enough to sleep in a warm bed." 

Briskir turned to glance back. His mouth turned to a thin line and he 
nodded. Then they set off again. 



><p>More hours had passed. The forest had become so dense they'd been 
forced out at the road. From time to time they glanced back to see 
how far away Abelardus and his men were. Their hunters were 
approaching with much more speed than neither Calypso nor Briskir 
liked . <p> 

Soon enough Calypso could hear the riders coming. 

"Off the road, " Briskir informed. 

Calypso didn't complain. She took Silver's reins and led the horse up 
the slope at the side of the road to get in between the trees. 

Briskir followed just behind, trying to hid their tracks. 

After having walked about 11 yards, they were invisible from the 
road. 33 yards later they couldn't hear anything else than branches 
brushing against each other, snow falling to the ground somewhere to 
their left and each other. 

"Do you think we're safe?" Calypso asked, peering nervously over at 
Briskir . 

He glanced back the way they came. "I don't know. I can't hear the 
horses, and I can't see the road." He turned and began making his way 
back . 

Calypso let go of the reins and ran after him, grabbing his arm. 
"Don't go," she pleaded. "What if they catch you?" 

Briskir who for once had his hood down, smiled reassuringly at her. 
"They won't," he simply said. Gently he loosened her grip. "I'll be 
back in a minute." Then he hurried back along their track. 

Calypso stared after him. She huffed lightly and trudged back to 
Silver . 

One minute passed. Soon another one. Five minutes. Calypso paced back 
and forth, trying to make time pass. Ten minutes. She glanced towards 
the road. Shouldn't Briskir had been back by then? She put her arms 
around herself and continued pacing back and forth. Another five 
minutes passed before she finally heard steps coming her way. 

She spun around. A cloaked person was coming her way. He wore a red 
cloak . 

Quickly Calypso grabbed her bow and strung it. Then she reached for 
an arrow and placed it against the bow, slowly tightening it. 

"_Stop just there, she commanded. 

The person continued. 

"_You've been warned. She tightened the bow even more. 

A hand was placed over her eyes. A shocked exclaim left Calypso, and 
she let the arrow fly. By the sound of it, it hit a stem, doing no 
harm . 


Before she really knew what had happened, her arms were twisted at 



her back and bound together. Then her legs. Her weapons were 
confiscated. The man who ' d sneaked up behind her threw her across his 
shoulder and held her in place with one hand. 

"_Let me down!_" Calypso yelled, slipping into Latin without thinking 
of it . 

The man she'd aimed for earlier, took Silver's reins. Then they went 
towards the road. Calypso felt the panic rise in her chest. What had 
happened to Briskir? Was he still there? Was he looking for her? 

A branch hit Calypso's face and she yelped. The man carrying her 
didn't comment it, nor did the man leading Silver. 

"_Put me down!_" she demanded. "_Now!_" 

The men didn't respond. Calypso wriggled and tried to kick the man 
carrying her. It didn't work. But she didn't give up. Eventually the 
man told her to lay still. This didn't help much. Calypso turned 
enough to get her head just behind the man's. Of course that didn't 
make much of a change, but... She bit him in the neck. 

Before she knew it, she flew through the air. She hit the ground, her 
face half buried in snow. Slowly the snow under her began giving 
away, and then she rolled down the slope towards the road. She ended 
up laying on her back. Her chest hurt after the fall. 

With a huff she managed to push herself up in a half-sitting 
position. The sight which met her made her freeze. 

Briskir was laying in the snow a few meters away, his body totally 
limp. His hunting knife was laying beside him, and the snow was 
coloured red. One of the Roman soldiers was kneeling beside 
him . 

"_Do you think that did it?_" he asked. 

Abelardus was sitting at one of the five horses, just as the last 
soldier . 

"_No,_" Abelardus replied coldly. "_But don't finish him off yet. We 
might need him later. 

The soldier lifted Briskir with a grunt and carried him over to one 
of the horses, placing Briskir in the saddle. He confiscated all of 
Briskir 's weapons a€" which was mainly the hunting knife. 

Calypso was hauled up at her feet by the man she'd bit. 

"Matt," Abelardus said in his broken English. "I see you found the 
girl . " 

"Yes, " Matt replied. He gave Calypso a push, making her fall face 
first into the snow. "And that filth bit me." 

Abelardus slid off his horse and came over to them. Then he lifted 
Calypso off the ground. 

"_Be careful with what you do to my men,_" he hissed. "_Otherwise I 
don't know how long your black-haired friend will 



survive . . 

Calypso paled, her eyes widening. 

Abelardus put her up at his horse and got onto it behind her. 

"Take us to the next village," he commanded. "We'll need more 
provisions before we can return." 

Matt didn't answer, only got onto a brown horse and went 
first . 

Calypso glanced back at Briskir. He seemed deadly pale, and his head 
lolled to the side. His shoulder and the side of his face were red, 
and his hair was matted. Calypso really hoped he would be fine, 
otherwise she didn't know what she would do. 
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><p>When night came, they still hadn't reached the village, so the 
soldiers decided on camping by the road, instead of continuing in 
darkness. The camp was quickly put up, with three tents and a fire 
place in the middle. Calypso and Briskir were bound to each their 
tree, but soon Briskir a€" still unconscious a€" was loosened and 
brought over to the fire. His wound was cleaned and bandaged, before 
he was brought back to the tree and bound again. <p> 

Calypso glanced over at him. Once the blood had been dried away he 
seemed a little better, but not much. He looked already 
dead . 

"Briskir?" Calypso asked. He didn't move. Not even the slightest. She 
frowned. As bound to the tree as she was, there was nothing she could 
do to help him. The feeling of helplessness scared her. She hated the 
feeling . 

One of the Roman soldiers brought her and Briskir food and water. To 
her relief they managed to awake Briskir. He didn't eat much, but 
drank the water. Then he sank back into either unconsciousness or 
sleep. Calypso couldn't be sure. 

When the soldier left them alone. Calypso moved as close to Briskir 
as she could a€" but they were still at least three feet from each 
other . 

"Briskir, " she called. 

He shifted slightly. 

"Briskir ! " 

He groaned and opened his eyes, slowly sitting up. Confusion painted 
his face as he glanced about. "What?" he muttered, his voice 
groggy . 

Calypso eyed him worriedly. "How do you feel?" she asked 
quietly . 


"Head hurts..." he replied, his eyes slowly sliding shut. 



"Hey!" Calypso managed to lean a little closer. "Stay with me." 

He blinked, clearly trying to stay awake. 

"We need to get out of here." 

A small nod. Again he began drifting away. This time Calypso didn't 
stop him. She glanced about the camp. The soldiers were talking in 
hushed voices by the fire. The horses who were bound to some trees at 
the opposite side, were eating what food they had. Otherwise 
everything was quiet . 

Half an hour or so later, the soldiers went to their tents, leaving 
Matt to keep watch. 

Calypso heard wings above her head. She glanced up and smiled when 
she found Kevin sitting at a branch above her. He tilted his head, 
eyeing her curiously. 

"I'm sorry. We can't continue," Calypso whispered. "Me and Briskir 
are stuck here, so unless we somehow magically manage to get free 
from those ropes, there's no way we can continue." 

Suddenly an idea hit her. A smile slowly spread at her face as she 
glanced first at Matt, then at Briskir. She could get them out of the 
mess . 

Some minutes later she shifted slightly. "Urn... Matt?" she called 
over to the man sitting there. 

"Hm?" He glanced in her direction. 

"I need to pee." Just to add a little effect, she wriggled 
slightly . 

Matt eyed her for some moments, and then rose from the fire. He came 
over to her and loosened the rope binding her to the tree. Then he 
led her further in between the trees, away from tents. 

"Now, don't try to run off," he warned her. "I'll wait here, but I'll 
know if you try to do any pranks." 

"Of course," Calypso replied. "I'd never try to do anything when 
you're keeping watch." She quickly moved a little further into the 
forest and but some trees between them. Then she quickly loosened the 
ropes. She crouched down and picked up some snow, forming into a 
snowball. Once she straightened, she fired it at Matt. It hit him in 
the head and he stumbled by the sudden impact . Then he set after 
her . 

Calypso grabbed her ropes and ran further into the forest. She 
glanced about for any trees to climb up in. There. She hauled herself 
up at a low branch, and then further up until she was eight or nine 
feet above the ground. She glanced down at Matt who stopped beneath 
her . 

"I told you not to try to run off!" he scolded. 

"You were easily tricked," Calypso shot back. 



Matt frowned. Calypso hang herself from her arms and kicked him in 
the face as hard as she could. He grunted, but wasn't down yet. Just 
confused. She used that to her advantage. She let herself down in 
front of him and gave him an elbow in the chest. Quickly she moved 
behind him and put her hands around his neck. She yanked him to the 
ground and put her knee in his back. 

"Now, be a nice boy and stay here, " she muttered as she used her 
ropes to bind his arms at his back. Then she bound his legs. She 
turned him over on his side to make sure he wasn't dead. He tried to 
bite her hand. "Not dead, " she concluded. She got to her feet and 
headed back to the camp. 

Everything was quiet. Briskir was still asleep, just as the Roman 
soldiers. Now she just had to find her and Briskir's things. 

She checked tent after tent. First the one put up for Matt. Not 
there. The tent where three of the Roman soldiers slept? Nope. Which 
meant the things had to be in Abelardus ' tent. Just her usual 
luck . 

She took a deep breath, before silently entering the tent. It was 
dark inside, and Abelardus was snoring. She stood still for something 
which felt like minutes, until her eyes adjusted to the darkness. 

When she was able to make out the shape of the heap consisting of her 
and Briskir's things, she slowly made her way over to it. As she 
moved it out of the tent, Abelardus turned in his sleep and muttered 
something. Calypso froze, eyeing him carefully. Then she slowly 
continued . 

Once the last bag was outside, she hurried over to the horses. She 
loosened Silver's reins from the tree she'd been bound to and led her 
over to the things. Calypso began strapping them to the 
horseback . 

Soon enough she realized her and Briskir's weapons weren't there. She 
cursed softly and headed back into the tent. As she searched 
Abelardus' things, she found the weapons laying just beside her 
hunter. She breathed out slowly as she approached him. She knelt 
beside him and carefully picked up the weapons. The hunting knife hit 
the quiver, making a soft _thud_. Calypso cradled the weapons to her 
chest and stared wide eyed at Abelardus. 

He had stopped snoring. Calypso got to her feet and sneaked out of 
the tent without making too much noise. She strapped the bow and 
quiver to her back and took Briskir's knife. She lead Silver over to 
where Briskir still was tied to the tree. She cut his ropes, all the 
time sending glances towards the tents, expecting someone to burst 
out and stop them. 

"What ' re y' doin'?" Briskir muttered, awoken by her 
movements . 

"Trying to get us out of here, " Calypso whispered. She shove his 
knife back into the sheath he still had hanging from his belt, and 
then helped him up. He stumbled and nearly fell. "Come on," she 
urged. She put his hands at Silver's saddle and tried to help him 
up . 


Suddenly there were movements in Abelardus' tent. 



Briskir seemed to be conscious enough to understand how severe the 
situation was, because he managed to haul himself up in the saddle, 
and when Calypso steadied him, he could finally secure 
himself . 

Calypso hauled herself up behind him just as Abelardus poked his head 
out of his tent, glancing confused at them. His confusion quickly 
changed to anger. 

"_Calypso!_" he yelled. "_Get down of that horse, 
immediately !_" 

"Take the reins," Calypso ordered Briskir. "We have to move quickly. 
We'll soon have all of them after us!" Briskir, however, seemed to be 
sinking back into unconsciousness . 

"Matt! Stop them!" 

Calypso was happy Matt at the moment was struggling with his own 
difficulties . 

Abelardus disappeared back into his tent, but a moment later he was 
out again, and this time armed with a crossbow. 

Calypso grabbed the reins. "Come on!" she told Silver. The horse 
didn't need to be asked twice. They shot away from the camp with 
arrows raining after them. Out on the road. Behind them the camp was 
awakening. Soon they would be coming after them too. 

"I hope you'll manage this," Calypso muttered to Silver as she held 
the reins with one hand, keeping Briskir in the saddle with her free 
arm. "We have to move quickly, otherwise we'll loose more than our 
only chance to escape..." 

_Next chapter up 1. July..._ 
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><pXstrong>AN : Wohoo ! I did a cliffhanger! Thanks for R&R.** 

**Oh, and if you haven't understood/not iced yet, when the dialogue is 
written in italics, they talk in Latin.** 


8 . Divided Paths 

**A/N: So, this has to come earlier, because I'm going to a camp, and 
I don't know if they have internet there. This is short, but please 
enjoy . ** 
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><pXstrong>VI I Kstrong> 

**Divided Paths** 

**They'd been on the road for an hour or more.** Occasionally they'd 
slowed to a trot, but soon they were up at a higher speed again. 
Silver was starting to get tired, and Briskir was still either asleep 



or unconscious. Calypso was having a hard time keeping an eye on the 
road, as she had to glance over Briskir's shoulder to steer the 
horse, and it didn't make the thing better when Kevin decided to join 
them and settled at Briskir's shoulder a€" the one she was glancing 
across . 

Calypso knew that sooner or later Abelardus would catch up with them, 
and she was not looking forward to it. 

She glanced behind to see if she could spot someone on the road 
behind her. No one yet. But she could hear them. She poked Briskir. 

He didn't move the slightest. 

"Come on," she told him, fearing he wouldn't wake up. "Briskir!" She 
literally shouted into his ear. He groaned and tried to push her 
away, slowly falling forward. Calypso caught him. "Wake up, " she 
commanded and hit him lightly in the shoulder. 

"What?" He jolted upright and glanced about. "Where are we? What 
happened? How...?" 

"We'll take that later," Calypso replied. "Now, take the reins. 
Abelardus is catching up with us, and I need both hands 
free . " 

Briskir a€" thank God a€" did as she said and she released the bow, 
stringing it quickly to have it ready. 

"The village is not far away," she said, placing an arrow to the bow. 
"If we can get there and charter a ship, maybe we have a chance of 
surviving this. Otherwise we'll have to kill them." She turned so 
much she was in danger of falling off as she aimed at the where the 
first rider would appear. 

"I see it!" Briskir exclaimed. "The village!" 

Calypso didn't reply, but noticed that the speed increased. The first 
rider appeared, quickly followed by three others. Had they left Matt 
behind? Suddenly she felt bad for him, and hoped her knots were easy 
enough for him to break through. 

With her heart in her throat she aimed for the first rider. Hold 
it... Hold it... There! She let the arrow go. It barely missed him. 
Quickly Calypso sent off another arrow. It hit the rider's shoulder. 
She could see how he reached up and broke off the end, and then 
continued . 

"How far?" Calypso asked Briskir, sending off a third arrow, hitting 
on of the latter men. 

"Not far now, " Briskir replied. 

"Good, because they'll be here soon." Calypso had enough time to fire 
four more arrows before they were in between the houses. Silver 
quickly slowed down, and Briskir steered her around a few corners to 
get out of their hunters' sights. 

"Go get a boat or ship or whatever. I'll lead them off." 


Calypso nodded and got off Silver. 



"And take your bag, " Briskir added, unstrapping the dragon-skin bag 
she still used. Then the dark-haired boy dug into his own saddle bag, 
before he brought up a tiny but heavy leather bag. "Take this. It's 
all I've got left, so use it well. I'll meet you by the 
docks . " 

Calypso took the leather bag. It was filled with money. "Is _this_ 
where you got money to buy Silver and your equipment?" she 
asked . 

"Yes, but we've got little time. Go!" 

Whether he said it to Silver or her. Calypso didn't know, because the 
horse continued down the street with her rider, while Calypso spun 
around and rushed in the opposite direction. 

It was still night, so where could she find someone owning a ship? 

She turned a corner, ran down the street and found herself close to 
the docks. No ships to see there. At least not like the one Bjartr 
had had. She pressed her back against the wall when the riders passed 
at the end of the street. She had to do something. Quickly. 

There had to be an inn there. She set off searching for it. More than 
once she ran around a corner, hiding from the hunters. Suddenly she 
found herself facing a mountain of a man. 

"What ' re you doing here?" he grumbled. "It's the middle of the night, 
girl ! " 

Calypso glanced back down the street, and then quickly began 
explaining what had happened, "...and now me and my friend need a 
boat. Do you know where I can charter one?" 

The man eyed her for some moments. He was probably trying to decide 
whether he should believe her, or tell her off and return to his 
home . 

"I'll help you," he finally said. "Everyone around here has a ship or 
a boat, but I'll let you buy mine." 

Calypso brought out the money. The man eyed the coins, and then 
counted them up carefully. After something which could've been 
_ages_, he nodded satisfied. He led Calypso towards a small boat. It 
seemed to be well built, but was too small to have a sail. Calypso 
cursed inwardly, but couldn't complain. At least it was something. 

She dropped her bag into the boat. 

"Thanks a lot," she told the man. "If there was anything I could do 
for you to pay off for the boat, I'd gladly-" Before she could finish 
the sentence, steps were heard. Briskir came running towards her at 
top speed. There was blood at his cloak, and he was missing his bags 
and bundles. 

"They're here!" he shouted, a little unnecessarily, as three Roman 
soldiers came after him, unsheathing their swords. 

Calypso put an arrow to her bow and shot one of the soldiers. He 
stumbled, but didn't fall. Just because she refused to kill him, even 
though he was one of those who ' d made her life miserable ever since 



she came to London. 


"Where's Silver?" she asked Briskir who had came to a stop in front 
of her. 

"They shot her," he replied, clearly not happy about it. "It wasn't 
deadly, but she won't be walking for a while." 

Calypso turned to the man who ' d sold his boat to her. "Then you can 
have her. Silver is a wonderful, strong horse. If you help her, 
she'll be yours. Now you should probably get out of here." 

The man didn't argue. He got out of the way and was gone between the 
houses in no time. 

Briskir pulled forth his knife, while Calypso put an arrow to the 
bow . 

"_Put down your arms_, " Abelardus said. "_Come over here by free 
will, and no one will get hurt_. " 

"What make you think I'll believe you?" Calypso snapped. 

Abelardus moved quickly. He jumped forth. His hand shot out and he 
grabbed Briskir 's wrist. The knife fell to the ground as Briskir was 
twisted around and the sword was pressed to his throat. 

"_Do you still want to stay there?_" Abelardus hissed. 

Calypso stared at first her hunter, and then Briskir. If Briskir 
hadn't hurt his head, he'd been perfectly capable of getting away 
from that. There was nothing Calypso could do to get him free. If she 
shot Abelardus, he'd cut off Briskir 's head. If she put the bow down 
and came over to him, he'd kill Briskir anyway. 

"Just kill him!" Briskir said. 

"_It ' s you... or the boy_, " Abelardus whispered. 

"What are you waiting for? I am no one anyway!" 

"_You heard him_, " Abelardus said with a small smile. "_Just lay down 
your arms and get done with this._" 

Calypso shifted slightly. A lump appeared in her throat. She couldn't 
do it. She just... She shut her eyes tightly as she let the arrow go. 
A cry of pain and a shocked exclaim. 

She opened her eyes. Abelardus was standing there, staring at her as 
if she was mad. His sword was laying at the ground, and Briskir... He 
was kneeling beside the sword, clenching his shoulder. An arrow was 
stuck there. _Her_ arrow. She wanted to cry. She wanted to turn back 
time and undo it. 

Briskir broke off the end of the arrow and gasped in pain. Then he 
grabbed the sword. He got to his feet and turned. Abelardus was 
clearly still shocked by Calypso's actions. 

"Briskir..." she breathed. 



He stood right in front of Abelardus. Then he simply attacked the 
soldier. One cut and it was done. Abelardus was laying at the 
ground . 

Calypso stared at him. She couldn't believe... No. This had to be a 
nightmare. Briskir stumbled back to her. He pushed her towards the 
boat . 

"Go, " he said. 

Calypso slipped down into the boat, but turned and reached up to grab 
his hand. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "But I-" 

"You had do it," Briskir interrupted, his voice hard. "Now, go!" 

But Calypso didn't let go of him. "Come with me," she begged. 

He shook his head. "There are still two soldiers left. They know what 
the original plan was. I can't let them follow you." 

"Briskir, please..." 

He knelt in front of her so they came in nearly the same level. "No, 
Calypso," he said, but his voice wasn't hard anymore. There was a 
strange light in his eyes. "Sacrifices must be made. I don't want you 
to get hurt." 

Before Calypso got the chance to say anything, he pressed his lips 
against hers. Her eyes widened at the sudden act. A moment later he 
pulled back and got to his feet. He lifted the sword and cut the 
rope . 

"Go!" he told her. 

The water seemed to be having similar plans. The boat began drifting 
away from the docks. 

"Briskir!" Calypso cried, but he'd turned away. In the darkness she 
could see him charge the remaining two soldiers, and soon even that 
disappeared, and she was surrounded by water and darkness. 

_Next chapter up 1. August... _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXstrong>AN : Another cliffhanger! As I said in last chapter, words 
written in italics usually mean it's Latin, and otherwise it's 
English. See you all in about a month, and please leave a 
comment ! * * 


9. Stranded 

**A/N: It's strange how time simply seems to disappear into the blue. 
One day I know I have to read through the chapter and publish it the 
next, and two days later I realize I forgot all about it.** 

**But enough of my trouble. Here, enjoy this chapter, and please 
leave some juicy reviews afterwords!** 



><pXstrong>IX<strong> 


**Stranded** 

**She moaned.** Her throat felt dry. It was cold, and she was tired. 
She didn't want to move. In a second she could pretend she was back 
in Constantinople, before her mother's death. 

It was winter, her room was cold and she'd caught a cold. Her mother 
would open the door and come in with a cup of tea, and then Calypso 
would be "forced" to stay in bed until she was good again. Which 
meant she didn't have to do _anything_. 

Calypso slowly opened her eyes. Light. Burning light. Quickly she 
shut them. What had happened? Where was she? 

Not too far away she heard waves washing up on the shore. The smell 
of salt water filled the air. Slowly the events returned to her 
mind . 

After she'd been brought out at the sea, she'd just drifted for a 
long while. It could've been hours or days. She wouldn't have seen 
any difference. Then the storm came. When it passed, there 'd been no 
sight of Scotland. She'd continued drifting, until the outline of an 
island had appeared in the horizon. When the boat came closer, she'd 
tried to steer it. It had nearly worked. The boat got stuck in a reef 
close to the shore. She'd been forced to take her bag and weapons and 
swim the rest of the way. When she finally made it to the shore, 
she'd been exhausted. 

Calypso opened her eyes, more careful this time. She sat up slowly as 
her eyes adjusted to the light. She was sitting at the shore of a 
small bay. At both her sides were cliffs, shielding her from wind, 
and behind her a snow-covered hillside disappeared into a forest 
which probably covered most of the island. 

She got to her feet and stumbled a little, but quickly regained her 
balance. She picked up the bag and stared out towards the sea. Where 
on earth was she? As no answer hit her, she quickly concluded with 
three things she had to do immediately: 


Find shelter_ 

Make a fire and get dry. 
.Find food_ 


Nice. With a sigh she turned her back at the sea and trudged towards 
the forest line. The snow was deep, but once she came in between the 
trees, the layer of snow at the forest floor became thinner and she 
could walk freer. 

For the first time she really paid attention to the environments. The 
trees were tall, but there was plenty of space between the stems, so 



lots of light lit her way. Birds chirped to each other, sang or just 
eyed her with curiosity. Strange. Tracks of different animals covered 
the ground, and she recognized both hare, deer and fox. 

It had to be a really beautiful island in summer time. 

As she continued, the slow rising of the landscape flattened out. A 
few more steps and she stood by the edge of a small lake. At the 
opposite side she could see a berg rising high above the trees. The 
top was covered in snow and ice. Maybe she could find a cave at the 
bottom of the berg. 

She continued walking. 

In about an hour she had reached her goal. The berg. There were no 
caves by the foot of it, but long ago a rockslide must had taken 
place, because boulders were laying all over the place. Some of them 
even stood leant against each other, making perfect small caves to 
hide in. 

The cave Calypso chose, wasn't too big. It was high enough under the 
roof for her to stand up straight, but she had to walk bowed in and 
out. Some leafs were spread across the floor, together with twigs and 
branches from the autumn. 

Just then she was _very_ happy she hadn't sold the dragon-skin bag, 
otherwise her things would've been soaked. She wouldn't have had any 
wood to make a fire with, and the tinder and flint would've taken 
time to dry up a€" if it ever dried up. 

Soon she had a small, sparkling warm fire going in the middle of the 
cave. She collected the twigs and branches laying spread across the 
cave and put them up to dry. Then she pulled off her coat, tunic and 
boots, found a blanket from her bag and tucked herself into it while 
she waited for her clothes to dry up. 

As she waited, she searched her bag for something to eat and drink. 
Her bottle was empty, but she still had some dried fish and old bread 
left. Barely enough to fill her stomack, but at least it was 
edible . 

She ate the food slowly, as it would last a little longer. Carefully 
she pulled out the books she'd brought with. She flipped through the 
pages of some of them. In her book about geography, she tried to make 
out how far from Scotland she'd drifted, but it was hard. For all she 
knew, she could be somewhere close to the lands of the 
Vikings . 

Between the books she found Briskir's children's book. As she flipped 
through it's pages and read it to herself in silence, her thoughts 
returned to the kiss he'd given her before he sent her away. 

Finally she put the books away and dug into the bag once more. At the 
bottom she found something wrapped into cloth. Her curiosity got the 
better of her, and she unwrapped it carefully. 

Her face lit up in a smile when she recognized the flute. She'd 
totally forgotten about it! After all which had happened. All she'd 
been through. It was nearly unbelievable it was still intact. She put 
it to her lips and blew a few, testing tones. It seemed perfectly 



fine . 


Happily she continued playing. At some point her eyes slid shut and 
she just enjoyed the music. Her thoughts went to the one who ' d taught 
her how to play the beautiful instrument. An old man who ' d visited 
her father's inn when she was a little. She'd always been sure the 
flute held some kind of a magic. At least when that old man played 
it. Ever since she heard him the first time, she'd been enchanted by 
the simple tones. 

Later, when she thought back at what had happened afterwords, she was 
unsure whether it was because she heard it, or because she felt it's 
presence, but when she opened her eyes she found a tiny creature 
watching her. The flute slid out of her fingers and fell to the floor 
as she backed away from the creature. 

It had huge, blue eyes. Couldn't be more than two feet long, probably 
shorter. It was standing there in the cave entrance at it's hind 
legs, eyeing her curiously with it's head tilted to the side. It's 
scales were pale blue, and the thin front legs seemed nearly like 
arms. It's tail swept back and forth across the cave floor when it 
approached Calypso. 

She backed up even more. The creature picked up the flute she'd lost 
and approached her. It held the flute up. 

"D-do you want me to play?" Calypso asked, unsure of whether this 
creature could be dangerous or not. It made a chirping sound and 
approached her even more. 

Calypso carefully reached out and took the flute out of it's claws. 
She put the instrument to her lips and blew a few tones. The creature 
did nearly look... happy. 

She blew a few more notes, before starting to play a quick and merry 
children's song. The creature made another chirping sound and 
approached her even more. Then it sat down in front of her and just 
listened. When she stopped playing, it would urge her to 
continue . 

Eventually her fingers began aching from playing, her shoulder hurt 
and she was nearly out of breath. She put down the 
instrument . 

"Sorry," she told the creature. "I can't play more now." 

It tilted it's head and blinked at her with those blue eyes. Then it 
rose and took another step towards her. She held out a hand towards 
it, but it jerked back. 

"No, don't be afraid!" Calypso exclaimed. "I don't want to hurt 
you . " 

The creature slowly approached her again. It sniffed her fingers, and 
then took her hand in it's claws and turned it, as if to see if she 
had anything hidden in it. The creature glanced quizzically at 
her . 

Calypso couldn't help but laugh. "See?" she said softly. "Not 
dangerous. Perfectly safe." 



The creature came even closer, until it jumped onto her lap. 

Carefully she ran a hand over it's scales. It made a chirping sound 
and nuzzled closer to her. 

"You're a beautiful one, aren't you?" she whispered, running a hand 
over it's scaled back. It was warm and softer than she'd expected. 
"I've never seen anyone like you. What creature are you?" She ran a 
hand over it's head and it glanced up at her, making yet another 
chirping sound. "I could swear you looked like a tiny dragon, but no 
wings? Not dangerous? Do you breath fire at all?" 

As if it understood, the dragon turned to the fire and blew a small 
fireball at it. For a second the fire burned warmer and brighter than 
before, but then sank back to what it had been. 

"Fire," Calypso noted. "At least I don't want to get on your bad 
side." Suddenly she remembered something Bjartr had told her once. 
Dragons did exist. They lived far to the north. This meant this 
creature technically _could_ be a dragon. 

The creature a€" or dragon a€" chirped and got off her lap. It moved 
towards the exit, but when Calypso didn't move it returned to her and 
tugged at the blanket she'd tucked herself into. It was nearly as 

if . . . 

"Do you want to show me something?" 

The dragon ran to the exit, before it stopped and glanced expectingly 
back at her. Calypso grabbed her clothes which had finally started to 
dry up, and pulled them on. She left the coat to continue drying, and 
wrapped herself into the blanket instead. Then she stropped her bow 
and quiver to her back and followed the dragon out of the cave. 

Once they were outside, it became nearly invisible against the snow. 
If it hadn't been for the blue eyes and the movements. Calypso 
wouldn't have seen it at all. Perfectly camouflaged. 

It led her back towards the lake. When they reached it, the dragon 
simply ran out on the ice. Calypso was pretty sure it would break if 
she tried, so she followed it from the edge. She had to run to keep 
up with it, because, God, that thing was quick. Certainly not 
something she would want to be attacked by, even though she hadn't 
seen any dangerous weapons yet. Except from fire and claws. Which 
could be pretty dangerous if used the right way. 

The dragon led her in between the trees once more. Soon they came to 
a clearing, and Calypso stopped at the edge just to stare. 

A whole pod of tiny dragons moved about the place. Some at the size 
of the one finding her, others even tinier. There were small houses 
spread across the clearing, and that meant houses consisting of walls 
and roofs, with beds, food and warmth inside. 

"I've got to be dreaming..." she muttered as she slowly followed the 
first dragon. It chirped something a€" probably a message a€" and 
soon silence settled over the clearing. Calypso had everyone's 
attention . 


The dragon who ' d found her began on a chirping speech. When it 



finished, no one moved for a second. Then the clearing exploded in 
chaos. Dragons ran everywhere. Most of them disappeared in between 
the trees, while others took care of the small ones. Soon the 
clearing was cleared. 

Calypso glanced at the dragon who ' d found her. If she didn't know 
better, she'd say it looked satisfied. 

The dragon began walking back towards the lake. After a few steps it 
glanced back at Calypso. She hurried after it. 


When they returned to the cave, it seemed to be filled to the core 
with dragons. Some of them were looking at her books, others trying 
to figure out what her coat was to be used for. But what clearly had 
caught their attention mostly, was the flute. They passed it between 
themselves, very careful with not loosing it. 

"Wow, " Calypso breathed. 

The dragons had also brought wood to her. Twigs and branches of all 
sizes were laying piled at the end of the cave, and there was also a 
pile of raw fish laying there. 

The dragons made space for her as she came to sit by the fire. The 
first dragon sat down beside her. One of the others brought her the 
flute. Everyone were keeping their eyes on her, waiting in quiet 
eager . 

Calypso glanced down at the flute, and then lifted it to her lips. 
Even the first tone seemed to catch the dragons. She continued. The 
only sound in the cave was the the cracks of the fire and the melody 
of the flute. 

_Next chapter up 1. September .. ._ 
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><pXstrong>AN : As I said, thanks for leaving a review! We're soon 
done with the story, so feel free to ask any questions related to the 
plot. I'll do my best to answer - if I can.** 


1 0 . Diana 
* * * * 

**Diana** 

**Calypso crouched down behind the trunk. * *Soundlessly she stringed 
the bow, and then put an arrow to it. Carefully she aimed for her 
target. The deer was standing there, less than 14 feet from her. It 
was impossible for her to miss it. 

Just as she let the arrow go, something huge, pale green dived into 
her vision. She didn't even have time to scream as the beast roared. 
The deer a€" which both of them clearly had been aiming for a€" had 
been knocked over by the beast, and was struggling to get up. 



The beast spun around to face Calypso. Her arrow had made a long rip 
in the wing of the beast. Blood dripped to the ground. 

Still at her back. Calypso moved away from the beast. It spread it's 
wings and barred it's teeth as it approached her. It was at the size 
of an overgrown horse, maybe a little larger. At least it easily 
could've killed a deer. The dragon, because it was a dragon, had 
piercing yellow reptile-eyes which were fixed on her. It opened it's 
mouth and a rumbling sound reached Calypso's ears. Something lit up 
it's throat from the inside. A moment later it fired at her. 

Even though the fire didn't hit her, the heat was enough to knock her 
out for a second. 

When she returned to consciousness , she got to her feet. The world 
spun around her, and both dragon and deer were nowhere to be 
seen . 

Somewhere at the island a roar was heard. Calypso whimpered at the 
sound of it. Slowly she gathered her things. Or at least what was 
intact of it. The bow was nothing but ashes, so she'd have to make a 
new one. For a brief moment she wondered where she'd find the right 
line and wood, but then shove the thought away. Right now that wasn't 
her biggest worry. There was a huge dragon somewhere at the island. 

It was hurt, angry and everything Calypso didn't want to have 
_anything_ to do with at the moment. 

Which meant she'd have to search for it a€" if it didn't find her 
first . 


She'd been searching for many hours. Her dragon-friend a€" who she'd 
named Livens just to have a name for him a€" had helped her in the 
search, but so far no luck. She couldn't believe it was that hard to 
find a huge dragon. 

"Do you think it's still here?" Calypso asked, and glanced at 
Livens . 

He tilted his head, before sniffing the air. Then he 
chirped . 

Calypso sighed as the dragon set off in between the trees. Without 
wasting another second, she followed him. 

They walked for several minutes, before they came to a by now 
well-known area. The area where all the boulders were spread, and 
where Calypso had her little home which during the last days had 
become a little more hospitable. 

Livens lead her through the rocky area and down the the beach. Well, 
it wasn't really a beach. At least not anymore. Now it consisted of 
rocks and boulders . 

The tiny dragon easily found his way, jumping from the first icy 
stone to the next. Calypso had to be much more careful, and more than 
once she called out for the dragon, telling him to wait for her. 


She was so focused on her job, she at first didn't notice they were 



approaching a hole in the berg. It was laying partly bellow the 
surface, and water washed in. When she noticed, she stopped. 

"Is this it?" she asked, crouching down to try to see what was 
further down the dark tunnel. She didn't see anything, only heard the 
sound of water washing against walls. 

Lives urged for her to continue. 

"Listen, if I go down there, I get wet, and I might end up sick, " she 
told the dragon firmly. 

Lives tilted his head, clearly not having a singly clue of what she 
was talking about. 

Calypso sighed. "Fine, but I'll need light." 

This Lives understood. He disappeared back towards her own 
cave . 

While Calypso waited, she glanced back into the hole. It was nothing 
but darkness in there. Or at least she hoped so. She _really_ didn't 
feel like dying just yet. And at least not being killed by an unknown 
dragon. Even though that could be better than being killed by a known 
one . 

When Lives chirped beside her, he startled her and she nearly fell 
into the water. 

"Please don't do that," she muttered, taking the branch Lives was 
holding out to her. He lit it by blowing fire at it. 

Calypso took a deep breath, and then let herself slide into the 
water. It was much colder than she'd expected. At least it was a good 
thing she'd left her quiver back in the cave before she went out 
searching, otherwise it would've been filled with water. 

"I'll see you in a minute," she told Lives. Then she moved through 
the water, towards the hole. 

Once she was through it, she found it really was a short tunnel. And 
at the end of the tunnel she found an underground lake. Her fire was 
barely enough to let her see all the way to the other side of the 
cave and some kind of a bank, before the darkness became too 
thick . 

Holding the branch in one hand, she began moving along the wall, as 
she had no idea of how deep it was in the middle. She was nearly 
half-way when someone or something grabbed her ankle. She gasped, but 
didn't have time to anything else as she was pulled beneath. 

In the dark water she couldn't see a thing. Her branch was 
extinguished in a second. The salt water stung in her eyes, and it 
was freezing. Before she shut her eyes, however, she spotted a pair 
of yellow eyes glowing in the darkness. 

She fought to get to the surface, but before she got that far, she 
was pulled down again. The thing had sharp claws which dug into her 
arms, and the press of the water was starting to get to her as she 
was pulled further down. Bobbles of air escaped her. She would soon 



be out of breath. 


Darkness began gathering in the edges of her vision. She had to get 
air. Weakly she fought to get free. 

The claws dug into her again and her head broke the surface. She was 
thrown up at the bank, gasping for breath. She turned over on her 
back. The air was biting cold against her skin, but it was _air_. She 
could breath. She shut her eyes, relieved. She hadn't drowned. She 
was alive. 

A growl made her open her eyes. She fought to sit up, but something 
heavy was laying over her chest, keeping her down. She lifted her 
head, trying to spot whoever it was there in the darkness. A pair of 
glowering yellow reptile-eyes. 

She let her head fall back down and shut her eyes. It was that 
dragon, wasn't it? The dragon was playing with her. First it had 
nearly drowned her, then pulled her out of the water, and now it 
would do what? Cut up her arms? Fry her? 

The dragon, however, seemed to have other plans. It planted it's 
forelegs on each side of her head, and then roared at her. Calypso's 
hair was blown back, and she could tell the dragon wasn't exactly 
hygienic. It pulled slowly back, letting her sit up. 

Calypso rubbed her head. Her eyes had began adjusting to the 
darkness, but she still had problems seeing the dragon. It was is if 
it blended in with the darkness, until all she could see were those 
huge eyes. 

"Nice, " Calypso grumbled and stared towards the faint light falling 
in through the tunnel. "So now I'm stuck in here with a dragon who 
wants to kill me. My only possibility to get out of here, is to swim 
a€" which I'll have to do anyway. But I'll most likely be dead before 
I get that far." 

She glared at the dragon. It glared back at her. 

Calypso huffed and put her head in her hands. "What did I ever do to 
you?" she said, her words muffled. 

The dragon was quiet for a moment. The sound of movements. Calypso 
got to her feet and pulled away from the dragon. It was approaching 
her, it's wings folded on it's back. Of course. The _wings_. 

"Look," Calypso said, holding up her hands in defeat. "That arrow was 
meant to kill the deer, not hurt you. All I want to right now, is try 
to help you. Got anything against it?" 

The dragon took another tentative step towards her and sniffed the 
air. Then it turned and disappeared into the darkness in the blink of 
an eye. Calypso was left staring after it. She wanted to help, but 
how? 


When she got back to Lives, she was soaked to the bone. Lives didn't 
seem particularly worried about that, only chirped happily as he 
jumped in front of her. 



Once back in the cave. Lives blew a fireball at some of the gathered 
wood, making a small fire spring out in the fireplace. Calypso got 
out of her wet clothes and tucked herself into a blanket, while Lives 
curled up in her lap, working as a living heater. 

The warmth and the cosiness made Calypso drowsy. Her thoughts went to 
the dragon who ' d stole her prey. It had to be very cold down there, 
with a constant cold air coming in from the sea, and no other company 
than the cold water. 

Before she drifted off to sleep, she took the decision. 


"Are you going to sit there all day, or actually help me?" Calypso 
asked, glaring at Lives. He was sitting at the trunk she was trying 
to move, not being much of a help. "Look, I have to get this thing 
down to the beach, so I can build something which actually floats! I 
would've used the boat, but that one is stuck in the reef, and I've 
got no plans of swimming out there. I've got enough of swimming for a 
whole lifetime." 

Lives tilted his head and chirped quest ioningly . Calypso groaned and 
ran a hand down her face. In times like this, that dragon annoyed her 
to no end. . . 

She straightened and took a hold of the ropes again. Then she 
continued pulling at the trunk. 

Nearly two hours later. Calypso was standing by the entrance of the 
tunnel, eyeing a raft made of trunks and ropes. It lay in the water 
and actually floated. The question, however, was: Would it still 
float after Calypso got onto it? She'd just have to taker a 
chance . 

She grabbed the bundle she had laying beside her, and threw it over 
at the raft. It didn't seemingly make much of a difference. She took 
a deep breath, and then jumped over on the raft and crouched down. It 
sank s little, but didn't go beneath surface. For some moments she 
waited. Then she laughed. 

"We did it!" she exclaimed. Lives chirped in agreement. 

Calypso took the torch she had laying there, and held it towards 
Lives. He lit it with his fire. Calypso carefully placed the torch at 
the raft and grabbed the oar. 

"See you later, and don't make too much of a mess with my books 
again . " 

Lives chirped. 

Calypso smiled and shook her head as she disappeared into the tunnel. 
It was just as short and dark as she remembered. She paddled herself 
across the dark water. When the raft hit the bank, she rose, grabbed 
the torch, and jumped onto the ground. She turned to the raft and 
grabbed a rope, pulling it out of the water. 


Finally she could turn to the quiet darkness around her. 



"Hello?" she called. "Are you still here?" 


No answer came. 

She reached for her bundle and carried it further up at the bank. 
There she left it, before pulling back. "I... urn... brought you some 
food. I don't know if you like fish or not, but you know... It's the 
thought that counts, right?" She laughed nervously. 

Still no answer. 

"I'll just... Wait over here..." She backed up towards the raft, 
holding the torch up in front of her. "Come when you feel like 
socializing with someone." 

Calypso sat down at the edge of the raft, her back at the water. She 
placed the torch in the sand beside herself and waited. 

Many minutes passed in silence. Finally Calypso got tired of waiting 
She glanced towards the bundle of fish. It was gone. She shot to her 
feet and ran up there. The cloth itself was the only thing remaining 
All the fish was gone. She picked it up and glanced about. No signs 
of the dragon. 

"Don't feel like talking?" she asked the darkness. 

No answer. 

"I'll be back tomorrow, so if you want to talk then..." She didn't 
finish the sentence, only let it hang in the air. 


Calypso did return the next day. And the day after that. And the day 
after that. For many days she came, but nothing seemed to change. No 
matter how much she watched the bundle, she never spotted the dragon 
when it came to eat. The food just disappeared. 

But that would change. 


She was once again sitting at the raft. She sighed and closed her 
eyes. Why did she bother come here? To tell the truth, she had no 
idea. When she opened her eyes, she found yellow reptile-eyes 
watching her from the bundle. 

Calypso blinked in surprise. The dragon blinked. Then it returned to 
eating the fish. Calypso stared at it. She couldn't believe it. It 
had shown itself! She eyed the green creature. 

It ' s scales seemed to change colour as it moved, but most of them 
were dark green. It was totally smooth, except from large, bat-like 
wings and tail fins. Both last mentioned had leaf patterns. It also 
had something Calypso thought were ears. She glanced to the paws of 
the dragon. No sign of claws. She frowned. She could've swore it had 
claws. She still had marks from the nearly-drowning experience! 

The dragon sniffed the cloth, and then glanced at Calypso. It 



blinked. Once. And then disappeared back into darkness. 


The next days it came closer and closer, and seemingly gave Calypso 
more and more trust. Soon it would snatch the food out of her hand. 
The other day, when Calypso came sliding across the lake, she found 
it sitting at the bank, waiting patiently for her. 


It was about a month after Calypso had drifted onto the reef. The 
weather was getting a little warmer, it was slippery outside, rained 
more than it snowed, and the trees were starting to awake. She'd made 
it quite homely in her cave. She had a storage where she kept food. 
She had discovered that dragon eggs could be used to boil water in, 
and dragon scales and talons were sharp enough to be used as 
knives . 


It was late in the evening, and Calypso was sitting by her fire. 
Lives was laying curled up beside her. Calypso turned yet another 
page. She had lost count of how many times she'd red the book by 
then. The children's book Briskir had left her nearly made her feel 
as if he was sitting right beside her. He would smile at her, and 
tell her everything would be okay. 


A sound made Calypso lift her gaze from the pages. Lives was still 
laying curled up beside her. She moved her gaze to the entrance and 
gaped . 


A pair of yellow eyes stared into the cave. The 
then crept inside. Calypso followed it with her 
the cave. Eventually it came to sniff Calypso's 
it moved to the other side of the fire where it 


dragon blinked, and 
gaze as it explored 
shoulder. Afterwords 
laid down. 


Next chapter up 1. October... 


11. Dragon Riders 
* * X I * * 

**Dragon Riders** 

**"****Come on, bud,"** Hiccup said, patting Toothless' neck. "Let's 
get down before Astrid gets mad at us for coming too 
late . " 

Toothless groaned in complain. 

"I know," Hiccup replied with a sigh. "I don't want to go back yet 
either, but, you know... We've got a job to do!" With that he steered 
Toothless back towards Berk. 

When they were above the village. Toothless slowed down to a glide 
towards the Dragon Training Arena. They glided in through the gates 
and landed in the middle of the arena. 

"Look who decided to show up!" Astrid eyed them with a teasing grin. 
"The teacher himself." 

"Ha. Ha. Very funny," Hiccup replied drily and got off Toothless. 



"You know how Toothless is! Once he's got something on his mind, he 
won ' t stop ! " 

"Yes, we know," Astrid replied with a laughter. She came up to him 
and kissed him on the cheek. "We also know you've used that excuse 
plenty of times already." 

"Hey! " 

Ruffnut and Tuffnut snickered. 

"Face it. Hiccup, " Astrid continued. "You enjoy the morning flights 
just as much as Toothless, and you prefer being up there, " she 
pointed up at the sky, "to being down here." She showed to the Dragon 
Training Arena. 

Hiccup sighed. "Fine, I won't argue." 

Astrid nodded with a satisfied smile. 

"Yesterday you said we were going to another island, " Fishlegs said. 
"One we haven't been to yet." 

"Yeah, that's right." Hiccup came over to Fishlegs who was studying a 
map. "Guys, get over here." 

Astrid and Fishlegs were the only ones who seemed to like the idea. 
Ruff and Tuff eyed the map, hanging from Barf and Belch, both looking 
rather bored, while Snoutlout was pretty much ignorant to the 
map . 

"We've been to plenty of islands before, but there are still some we 
haven't been to," Hiccup began explaining. "I and Toothless 
discovered this island while we were out flying some days ago. I 
thought it could be interesting to see what dragons live there a€" if 
there are any. It's a long flight, so we won't be back before sunset. 
I'll give more information once we get to the island, so let's get 
going ! " 

Folded up the map, and the rest of them headed off to their 
respective dragons. In no time they were out of the arena a€" even 
though Meatlug and Fishlegs hung a little behind. 


Their speed allowed them to have quite normal conversations with each 
other. Once Ruffnut and Tuffnut began fighting, and their 
dragon-heads decided to join in. It only took some moments to break 
them up, but they had been dangerously close to hitting the 
surface . 

After Snoutlout tried to make an impression on Ruff a€" again a€" and 
nearly burned the hair of both of them, he stayed at the other side 
of Hiccup a€" beside Astrid. Had it been some years earlier, he would 
had complained, but not anymore. 

When they finally spotted the island, the first they could see was 
the berg rising to the sky. The top was still covered in ice and 
snow, but once they got closer, they could see the trees and ground 
seemed more green than white and grey, and the lake in the middle of 



the island wasn't frozen. 


The group lowered themselves to the surface as they glided towards 
the beach. 

Toothless let down a paw which he ran through the water. Hiccup 
glanced over Toothless' side. The water was turning shallow. Some 
fish disappeared out on deeper water, scared away by the dragons. The 
water turned shallower. Seashells lay on the bottom. Scallops, clams, 
conchs . He noted that one day he would come back during the summer, 
just to enjoy the view. Maybe sketch something. 

Toothless was the first one to land, but was soon followed by 
Stormfly. Meatlug was the last. 

Hiccup easily slid off Toothless' back and called for a meeting. As 
soon as they were gathered, he pulled forth the map. 

"We'll part into three groups," Hiccup informed. "Ruff and Tuff, 
Snoutlout and Astrid, " Astrid glared at him, something he smoothly 
ignored, "and I'll go with Fishlegs. I've divided the island into 
three parts, so each group will have one area to search." 


"Not good, " Calypso muttered. She eyed the horizon with 
worry . 

Beside her, Diana cooed in agreement, her yellow eyes turned towards 
the horizon. A cold, raw gust made the branches of the trees rustle 
and water washed up on the bank of the lake. It was coming from 
north, together with dark clouds. And they came quickly. 

Calypso's gaze suddenly moved to something much closer. "Is that...?" 
she breathed. Her heart skipped a beat. "Look, Diana!" she exclaimed. 
"People! There are people here!" 

Diana tilted her head and growled, unsure of what exactly her human 
was feeling. 

"And they have dragons!" Calypso didn't wait for the green dragon. 

She quickly climbed off the boulder and ran towards the beach. 

When she reached the tree line, she stopped to catch her breath and 
have a better look at the sight. 

There were six people of which four were male and two female. Two of 
them seemed pretty similar, with the same long, blond hair and 
mischievous looks. Probably siblings. Then there was a rough boy with 
broad shoulders, dressed in black. The next boy was huge and dressed 
in simple brown. On distance both of them seemed scary... 

The second girl had blond hair braided over her shoulder. By the way 
she acted and dressed, she reminded Calypso of every warrior she'd 
seen in Constantinople a€" and a bit of Abelardus ' men. 

The last one was a tall, lanky boy with brown, messy hair, clothed in 
black, brown and green. He seemed to be the leader of the 
group . 



There were five dragons. One huge, red, one brown, one green with two 
heads, one blue which reminded her a little of a bird, and a black 
one. The last was similar to Diana in some ways. 

"Where do you think they come from?" Calypso asked and glanced at 
Diana . 

Diana seemed just as confused as Calypso felt. 

"If they're from around here, they should've known better than coming 
here when a storm is approaching, " Calypso continued, eyeing the 
group once again. "Want to talk to them?" 

Diana barred her teeth and growled. 

"Well, at least I want to know what they're doing here." 


"So, are you sure you remember it?" 

"Remember what?" Tuff nut asked. 

"The signal!" Ruffnut hissed. 

Tuffnut seemed thoughtful for a moment. "What signal?" 

Hiccup ran a hand over his face and sighed. 

"Hey! " 

Everyone's attention turned towards the tree line. A girl was coming 
towards them. She was about their own age, had brown hair gathered in 
her neck and slightly darker skin. She was dressed in a pale blue 
tunic with fur at the edges, dark pants and winter boots. None of it 
was too clean. 

"Hi, " Hiccup said. The last thing he had expected, was for people to 
live on the tiny island. He tried to remember if he'd seen any 
houses . 

The girl stopped a few feet from them. "What are you doing here?" she 
asked with an accent Hiccup couldn't really place. 

"We could ask you the same, " Astrid replied, eyeing the girl 
suspiciously . 

The girl tilted her head slightly. "I live here," she then 
replied . 

"We didn't see any houses," Astrid shot back, her eyes 
narrowing . 

"Of course you didn't," the girl retorted. 

Astrid opened her mouth to say something more, but Hiccup put a hand 
at her shoulder. "Easy," he muttered. She shut her mouth, but still 
seemed suspicious. He turned to the girl. "These are Astrid, 
Eishlegs-" 



"I'm Snoutlout, " Snoutlout quickly said. He was eyeing the girl as if 
she could be the equal of Ruffnut. 

Hiccup cleared his throat lightly. "The twins Ruffnut and Tuffnut, 
and I am Hiccup." 

The girl blinked. "'Hiccup'?" she repeated. "Are you serious?" 

"I-I know... It's stupid," Hiccup said awkwardly. 

"No, it's fine! It just took me by surprise." The girl smiled. "I am 
Calypso. It's a pleasure to meet you." Then she turned serious. "But 
why are you here, and why come together with a storm?" 

Hiccup frowned and turned to the horizon. Dark clouds were coming 
towards them. Why hadn't he seen it before? 

"We were planning to explore the island and maybe find new species of 
dragons," Hiccup replied, once more turning to Calypso. 

"You won't be able to explore much before that storm comes," Calypso 
said. "I don't think it's a big storm, so it'll probably pass during 
the night, but you won't be able to leave before tomorrow." 

"She's got a point," Fishlegs commented. 

"True, " Astrid muttered. 

Hiccup frowned. 

"You can stay at my place over the night," Calypso offered. "I can 
also introduce you to the dragons living here." 

"That sounds great!" Hiccup replied relieved. One worry off his 
shoulders . 

"We'd shoot two birds with one stone," Fishlegs said, clearly eager 
at the idea of discovering new species of dragons. 


Calypso smiled. "Come on!" She turned and headed back to where Diana 
was hiding. 

"Can our dragons stay too?" Hiccup asked. 

"Sure! Diana would love that," Calypso replied. 

When she came to the tree line, she had to search for a second before 
she spotted Diana laying crouched down in the grass. Calypso headed 
over to her. 

"Can you go find Lives and meet us by the cave?" she asked 
quietly . 

Diana cooed, sending a worried glance towards the others. 

"I'll be fine," Calypso assured her. 

Diana nuzzled her head against Calypso, before disappearing in 



between the trees. Calypso stared after the green dragon. She made no 
sound, just vanished as if she never had been there. 


Calypso led the others through the forest. It wasn't that far from 
the beach to the cave, despite the fact that she had used an hour 
getting there the first day. She was pretty sure that back then she'd 
walked _around_ the lake, instead of straight towards the berg. 

Soon enough they reached the rocky area below the berg. 


Astrid eyed their surroundings. After the episode with Heather, she 
was always suspicious to strangers. And especially after she and 
Hiccup became a couple. The fact that Calypso appeared shortly after 
they came, that she 'lived' at the island and all of that... Astrid 
didn't get it. For all she knew, it could had been a lie. And she 
decided to keep on to that and thread carefully. 

She eyed the rocky area they'd come to. Trees of different sizes shot 
up between the rocks and boulders, moss covered most of the ground, 
and some places the rocks and boulders lay up against each other, 
creating caves. Perfect places to hide. 

When her attention returned to Calypso, she was gone. Astrid was 
immediately at guard. 

"Hiccup-" she began. 

"This way, " Calypso called. She was peering out from a cave close to 
the ground. Snoutlout didn't seem to hesitate with following. Hiccup 
was about to continue after him, but Astrid grabbed his arm. 

"Wait," she told him. "How do we know it's safe?" 

She stared into Hiccup's eyes for a moment, and then he smile, 
placing a hand lightly at her shoulder. "This isn't another 
Heather-case. I'm positive we can trust her." 

"You said that about Heather too," Astrid pointed out. 

"But in the end she turned out to be friendly." 

Astrid noticed the others already had followed Snoutlout. Even some 
of the dragons were trying to get inside. She frowned. "You know what 
I mean . " 

"Trust me. I am not judging by looks this time." 

She held on to his arm for a moment more, and then let go. Hiccup 
nodded, and then entered the cave. Astrid glanced up towards the sky, 
and then followed him. 

She had to walk crouched about 10 feet before the tunnel opened to a 
cave. She got to her feet. Calypso must had lived there for quite a 
while, as different things laid spread across the floor or hang in 
ropes along the walls. At the far end of the cave a pile of wood was 
laying. A fire was burning in the middle of the cave, and different 
tools lay around the fireplace. A blanket and something which 
probably had been a coat once, was laying in a heap by the fire, and 



some books were laying there. 


The others were already sitting around the fire. Toothless was 
exploring the cave, as he was the only of the dragons who managed to 
get inside. 

"What about our dragons?" Astrid asked. Her voice came out a little 
sharper than she had planned a€" not that she cared. 

"Diana and Lives will show them where to sleep, " Calypso replied. She 
was carrying some branches over to the fire. 

"Who ' re Diana and Lives?" Astrid felt a little more suspicious. 

"My friends." Calypso dropped the wood by the fire and sat down in 
her heap of blanket and coat. 

Astrid didn't ask more. Instead she went over to Hiccup and sat down 
beside him. This meant she'd placed herself between him and 
Calypso . 

She glanced at Hiccup. He was holding a book in his hands. A 
children's book. As he flipped another page, Astrid could see the 
picture of a warrior pointing a sword at a dragon. Hiccup had a frown 
at his face. 

"What book is this?" he asked. 

"What Suddenly Calypso had snatched the book out of Hiccup's 
hands. She quickly shut the book and held it close to her chest. 
Silence filled the cave, except from the cracking of the 
f ire . 

"Sorry," Hiccup said softly. "For looking." 

It seemed as if Calypso was brought out of something, as she blinked, 
before tucking the book away into the blankets. "It-it's fine," she 
replied. "It's just... Very important to me." 

New silence settled. Even Ruff, Tuff and Snoutlout were quiet. It was 
as if her words had brought some kind of a sadness over them. As if 
all of them had realized that whoever or whatever she had thought of, 
probably was gone. 


Calypso didn't know why she had acted so suddenly. All she knew, was 
that the book was very precious to her. It was probably her only 
reminder of Briskir. And she didn't want anything to happen to that 
reminder . 

A scratching sound broke the silence. Calypso pushed aside her 
thoughts and smiled as Lives appeared. The tiny dragon chirped as 
soon as it spotted her. It ran over to her and jumped into her 
lap . 

"What... is that?" the female warrior, Astrid, asked. 

"Well, obviously it is a dragon, " the boy named Fishlegs replied. 



A second later Diana was standing beside Calypso. The dragon had 
taken a nice green colour as she cooed and nuzzled against her arm. 
Calypso threw her arm around Diana's neck. The dragon laid down 
beside her, clearly at peace. 

"I didn't know green Night Furies existed," Tuffnut said. 

"Maybe he's sick," Ruffnut pondered. 

"_She_, " Calypso quickly interrupted the twins. "It's a female, and 
her name is Diana. This is Lives." She motioned to the dragons as she 
spoke. "They represent the only dragons living here a€" at least as I 
know . " 

"But Tuffnut has a point," Fishlegs pointed out. "She, Diana, 
actually looks a little like a Night Fury. Urn... Except from 
colour... And a few other things..." 

"Could someone tell me what a 'Night Fury' is?" Calypso glanced at 
the Fishlegs. 

Fishlegs pointed at the black dragon laying behind 
Hiccup . 

"Toothless is a Night Fury," Hiccup explained. "He's the only one we 
have seen yet. Some believe he's the last one, but I don't." 

Calypso nodded slowly, lightly rubbing Diana's neck. "So there are 
many different species, then, " she eventually said. It could sound a 
little like a question, but it wasn't. She only concluded what she'd 
learned . 

"Of course there are, " Snoutlout said. "The Monstrous Nightmare is 
the most terrifying." 

"And the most stubborn," Astrid shot in. 

Snoutlout glared at her, and Calypso got a feeling that the two of 
them had something going on between each other. 


As the storm approached, the group spent the rest of the evening 
discussing dragons and facts about them. When darkness finally 
settled, most of them went to sleep, even though Calypso, Hiccup and 
Fishlegs stayed awake an hour or so more, talking. 

_Next chapter up 1. November... _ 


12 . This is Berk 
* * X 1 1 * * 

**This... is Berk** 

**"****So I guess this is good bye."** Calypso eyed the group. "It 
was nice to meet you anyway. Feel free to stop by any time." 

"Of course, " Snoutlout replied. 



"Sure we will," Hiccup replied with a smile. Then he turned and 
climbed on to Toothless' back. "Let's get back to Berk!" 

Calypso watched the group sadly as they prepared themselves to fly 
off. And still, her thoughts couldn't leave that name. Berk... 
Suddenly it hit her, like lightening from blue sky. 

"That's it!" she exclaimed, slapping a hand to her forehead. "Hold on 
a moment!" She returned to her cave as quickly as she could. Picking 
up one of the books, she began flipping through the pages. It had to 
be there... The letter fell to the floor. She grabbed it and ran back 
to the dragon riders. 

"What is it?" Astrid asked, eyeing the letter. 

"Trader Bjartr gave it to me when I left London, " Calypso replied. 

"He told me I should find trader Johann and ask him for help, but 
Johann didn't feel like, so I was left to walk from London to north 
Scotland where I bought a boat and came to this island. 

"I had nearly forgotten about the letter, but when you mentioned Berk 
I remembered it! That is where Bjartr told me to go. I am supposed to 
find someone named..." Calypso glanced down at the letter. "Stoick. 
It's addressed to him." She glanced back up at them. "Do you know any 
Stoick? " 

"That," Hiccup replied slowly, "would be our chief. Who happens to be 
my father . " 

Calypso blinked in surprise, but then shrugged it off. "I have no 
idea what is written in the letter, but I believe I should deliver it 
to Stoick. Or could you do it?" 

Hiccup exchanged glances with Astrid. 

"I think you should come with us," he finally decided. 


An hour later. Calypso was seated at Diana. The dragon didn't seem 
entirely comfortable with having a rider, and it had taken plenty of 
persuasion from Hiccup and Toothless' side before she would let 
Calypso onto her back. 

"Are you sure about this?" Calypso asked nervously. "Wouldn't it have 
been better if you just brought the letter to Stoick?" 

"Yes, I am sure about this," Hiccup replied firmly. "And no, it 
wouldn't have been better if I brought dad the letter." 

Calypso nodded, still pretty nervous. She patted Diana's neck 
lightly. "We can do this," she muttered. She stole a glance at 
Diana's wing, remembering the hole that had been there once. At least 
it had healed mostly. Hopefully Diana could do it. 

The rider hung on for her best life as Diana rose up into the sky. 
Calypso glanced down at Lives who was standing at the shore as a pale 
blue figure against the sand. If she didn't return, she would miss 
his chirping in the morning. She waved at him as she rose further 



into the air. Soon the island was nothing but a small spot in the 
middle of blue nothing. 


The ride towards Berk went mostly smoothly. When the first islands 
appeared in the distance. Calypso asked which of them was Berk. The 
others, however, replied that none of those was Berk. Berk was 
further north, and still covered in mostly snow and ice. 

Nothing more happened before they began slowing down. 

Calypso glanced down. They were above a snow covered island. It 
wasn't too mountainous, but there were definitely some heights there. 
The island was enormous. Most of it seemed to be rocky areas, cliffs 
or forest. Plenty of forest. At the edge, however, a village was 
laying . 

The group glided down towards the middle of the village. People soon 
enough began gathering around them, and all of them seemed relieved 
that they were alive. A booming voice was easily heard above all the 
others . 

"Let me through!" 

"Uh-oh, " Hiccup said, clearly getting nervous. 

Calypso glanced quizzically at him. A moment later a mountain of a 
man was standing in front of them. The first thing Calypso noticed, 
was that he was tall. The second was the beard. It was huge, thick 
and red. 

"You had me worried sick!" the man said, glaring at Hiccup. 

"Nice to see you too, dad, " Hiccup muttered, getting off 
Toothless . 

"Setting off just like that, when a storm is coming..." 

Calypso glanced nervously at Hiccup. His father seemed to be in a bad 
mood. She climbed off Diana and landed a little clumsily on the 
ground. When she approached Stoick, she noticed more of him a€" like 
the piercing eyes and the braids in his beard. 

Stoick crossed his arms in front of his chest, glaring down at her 
over his crossed arms and broad chest. 

Calypso straightened as much as she dared. Pull yourself together, 
girl, she told herself firmly. She took a deep breath, meeting 
Stoick 's hard gaze. 

"My name is Calypso," she introduced herself. "I come from 
Constantinople. A trader named Bjartr helped me, and when we parted, 
he gave me this letter I should deliver to you." She held the letter 
up for Stoick to see. 

The man didn't say anything, only took letter out of her hands, eyed 
the seal for a moment, and then tore it up. Long minutes passed in 
silence as he read through the letter. Eventually he folded it, 
muttering to himself. 



"So... Calypso, eh?" 


Calypso nodded, unsure whether this was meant friendly or not. 

"Made quite a mess for your father." 

Calypso's eyes narrowed. How could he know? Then she realized... 
Bjartr had written it in the letter. "He's at fault," she replied 
sharply . 

Stoick nodded. "I can imagine." He turned to Hiccup. "Take care of 
her," he commanded. "I'll talk with her later." With that he turned, 
told the people to return to their work, and disappeared. 

Calypso stared after him, and then glanced quest ioningly at 
Hiccup . 

He shrugged. "Welcome to Berk." 

_Next chapter up 1. December... _ 


13. Blinded 
**XIII** 


**Blinded** 


**"****Hey, time to get up!"** 

Calypso groaned, turned over on her stomach and hid under the 
blanket. A moment later the blanket was torn away and cold morning 
air made her shiver. 

"Come on, everyone are waiting." 

"Does 'everyone' include Snotlout?" Calypso asked, her voice muffled 
as she still had her face buried in the pillow. 

"Unfortunately, yes." 

"Then you can wait." Calypso turned and reached back to pull the 
blanket over herself again. 

"No way ! " 

The blanket was pulled away and she was lifted up from the bed. 

"Put me down!" 

"And you promise that you won't return to bed?" 

"Look, I've only slept for a few hours!" 

"And what did you do those hours you should have slept?" 

"Reading," Calypso grumbled. "Fine! Just put me down!" 


Once she was put down, she glared at the brown haired and green eyed 



young man standing there. Hiccup smiled a crooked smile. "Morning," 
he said. 

"Just get out of here so I can change." 

Hiccup actually grinned, before disappearing downstairs. A moment 
later the door opened and then shut. Calypso flopped down at the bed. 
God, she was tired. She'd been up half the night, reading some books 
she'd discovered some days before. 

She yawned and rubbed her eyes. Finally she got up from the bed so 
she could pull on some warmer clothing. She gathered her hair in her 
neck and headed downstairs. When she exited the house, she could eye 
Berk and all it's beauty. 

The snow had _finally_ started to melt, but according to the others 
it would be back in three or four months. Calypso couldn't help but 
smile, even though she was tired. 

After she'd come there the first day. Hiccup and Astrid had shown her 

around. In the evening Stoick had had a rather long talk with her 

which ended in him assuring her she'd be as safe as she'd ever 

possibly be at Berk. Then she'd moved in, and she'd become one of the 

Dragon Trainers. Life couldn't be better. Well... that wasn't exactly 
right. Once more she was reminded of Briskir, and she couldn't help 
but wonder if he was alive at all. Hopefully he was safe. 

Calypso headed towards where the others were waiting for her. Another 
day at work awaited her. . . 


It was about noon. The sun was at it's highest, warming Berk and 
making sure the ice and snow melted. 

The teenagers and their dragons a€" except from Ruff, Tuff, Barf and 
Belch a€" were sitting at the edge of the forest with the sun shining 
directly at them. Calypso leant against Diana's side. Her eyes slid 
shut as she enjoyed the warmth with a smile at her lips. Of course 
the others noticed that. 

"Someone are looking forward to summer," Astrid laughed. Lately she'd 
become much friendlier a€" and Calypso had a feeling it could be 
because the Viking didn't see Calypso as a threat to her and Hiccup's 
relationship . 

Calypso cracked one eye open to glance at the blond girl. "Well, who 
wouldn ' t ? " 

"I still don't get why you left Constantinople," Snotlout said, 
frowning. "Was it because-" 

"Stop thinking," Astrid commanded. "It's not good for your 
health . " 

Calypso and Hiccup laughed. 

"I'm just happy that I'm safe," Calypso said when she stopped 
laughing. "And my father isn't here either, which means I'm freer 
than I've ever been." 



"And you like being here, " Fishlegs added. 

Calypso smiled and nodded. While the others continued talking, she 
relaxed against Diana's side once more. The sun was warm. She was 
safe. And she was tired. Before she knew it, she'd dozed off. 

She was awoken half an hour later by shouting and something or 
someone blocking the sun. She groaned and opened her eyes, ready to 
scold whoever it was. 

"Come on! It's important!" 

"Wait ... is it ? " 

"Yes, mutton head." 

Calypso couldn't really believe she was looking at Ruffnut and 
Tuffnut who for once weren't messing around, fighting or playing 
pranks. In fact they'd found something _important_. 

She rubbed the last of sleep out of her eyes and glanced 
quest ioningly at Hiccup. "Do you think...?" she asked. 

"If they realize it's important, it has to be _very_ important," 
Astrid replied. 

The teenagers didn't need more. They got onto their dragons and 
followed Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Barf and Belch who were headed towards the 
southern beach. Curiosity bloomed inside Calypso. What had the twins 
found? Of what importance was whatever they'd found? 

Even on sight Calypso knew what it was. She spotted him the moment 
they approached the beach. He was simply laying there in the sand, as 
if he'd been washed up a€" which he must had been. There was no other 
way he'd get there otherwise. 

Nearly before Diana landed. Calypso was off her back, running. The 
others followed closely. 

Calypso knelt beside the limp body. She was 100 % sure of who it was, 
now. The black, messy hair... the clothing... the nearly invisible 
freckles... Carefully she brushed his bangs out of his face. There 
were deep scars covering his eyes. And they couldn't be too old 
either. The rest of his skin had a reddish colour... as if he'd been 
burned . 

"Briskir?" she called softly. 

"You know him?" Hiccup asked. 

Calypso didn't answer. She blocked out the others' questions and 
concentrated on nothing but Briskir. She clapped his cheek and called 
his name again. The first moment she'd seen him, she'd been relieved. 
Then fear had washed over her. Why was he there? What had happened to 
him? What about his eyes? What if he was- No, she told herself 
firmly. She wouldn't allow herself to think that. Not 
now . 


"Briskir!" She clapped his cheek once more. 



A groan. 


She froze, but nothing more happened. She repeated the 
action . 

Briskir muttered something and turned his head away from her 
hand . 

"Briskir," she called. "You with me?" 

"Water, " he croaked. 

"Of course, " Calypso muttered. She turned to the others, but before 
she could even ask, she had a bowl of water in her hands. She smiled 
gratefully for a moment, before turning back to Briskir. She slid an 
arm under his neck to lift his head so he could drink. At first it 
seemed he'd fallen unconscious again, as the water only ran down his 
chin, but then he shifted slightly and drank it. When the bowl was 
empty, he sank back onto Calypso's arm. 

"Where am I?" he asked, his voice weak. 

"At Berk," Hiccup replied. He'd knelt at the other side of Briskir, a 
worried expression at his face. 

Briskir fell quiet. Eventually he hesitantly asked, "Is Calypso 
here? " 

Just then Calypso could've cried. "I'm here," she replied, taking his 
hand . 

His grip of her hand tightened. "So I wasn't dreaming," he 
whispered . 

"No, " Calypso confirmed. She let go of his hand and gently pulled him 
into her arms, hugging him. "No, you weren't." She couldn't believe 
it. He was _here_. He had come looking for her. She would ask him 
why, and how he'd gotten there. She would ask him about _everything_. 
But not just then. Just then she was too happy. 

She smiled and pressed a kiss to his forehead. He was safe. 

_Please read Authors Note..._ 

**That was a long way to go, guys! I hope you have enjoyed it as much 
as I did a€" or at least nearly as much as I did. ** 

**I'm not sure if I will continue this after New Year. Maybe, but no 
promises . * * 

**Thank you so much for comments, faving and following. I am very 
happy people found this little story interesting enough to drop by 
every month to read. I'd very much appreciate it if you left one last 
comment and told me how much you liked it/what you liked/etc.** 

**So see you around, and stay tuned!** 


End 



f ile . 



